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A 

SKETCH  OF  THE  LIFE 

OF 

ROBERT  FERGUSSON. 


1  HE  errors  of  genius  have  often  afforded  me 
lancholy  occasion  for  the  triumphs  of  prudent 
stupidity ;  and  sometimes  they  have  produced  an 
affectation  of  folly  and  vice,  as  the  appropri* 
ate  marks  of  mental  brightness.  Eccentricity, 
and  dissipated  habits  of  life,  it  must  be  confessed, 
hare  been  the  frequent  concomitants  of  high  in 
tellectual  endowments ;  but  they  are  to  be  view 
ed  as  the  mere  contingent  blemishes,  not  as  the 
inseparable  associates  of  genius. 
VOL.  i.  B 
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Vice  and  profligacy,  in  the  conduct  of  the  dull 
and  illiterate,  pass  without  observation,  because  the 
beings  in  whom  these  deformities  are  to  be  found 
grovel  in  the  shades  of  life,  without  exciting  in 
terest,  cr  arresting  attention.  It  must  not  how 
ever  be  supposed,  that  stupidity,  or  mediocrity 
of  talent,  exempt  a  man  from  the  follies  and  crimes 
incident  to  humanity ;  while  at  the  same  time, 
there  cannot  be  a  more  fatal  error  than  that 
which  sanctifies  imprudence,  and  neglect  of  the 
more  rigid  duties  of  life,  by  representing  such 
conduct  as  the  aberrations  of  a  generous  spirit. 
Perhaps  it  is  possible  to  derive  useful  instruction 
from  exhibiting  man  as  he  is  always  to  be  found, 
an  imperfect  being :  perhaps  it  is  possible  to 
trace  the  steps  of  intellectual  pre-eminence 
through  a  career  of  imprudence,  without  that 
imprudence  being  permitted  to  assume  the -form 
and  complexion  of  excellence.  It  is  certainly  not 
impossible  to  check  the  shallow  pretensions  of  af< 
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fectation,  by  showing,  that  the  adventitious  dross 
is  not  the  precious  jewel — that  extravagance, 
thoughtlessness,  and  ardour  of  pursuit,  are  not 
the  only  constituents  of  mental  superiority, 

For  a  moral  picture  of  this  kind,  it  is  difficult, 
perhaps,  to  select  a  fitter  subject  than  Robert 
Fergusson.  His  natural  talents  were  of  the 
highest  order  j  his  acquirements  were  considera* 
ble ;  and  he  lived  in  an  age,  when  the  possession 
of  such  qualities,  if  properly  applied,  could  not 
have  failed  to  promote  his  domestic  and  social 
comfort.  Although,  howeve^  he  was  placed  in 
these  circumstances,  he  never  reached  the  meri 
dian  of  life.  The  short  period  of  his  existence 
was  distinguished  chiefly  by  its  wretchedness ; 
and  its  close  was  precaeded  by  madness,  the 
consummation  of  mortal  calamity. 

Robert  Fergusson  was  the  son  of  William  Fer- 
pisson,  a  man  of  Worth,  but  of  humble  Fortune, 
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and  Elizabeth  I7orbes,  Ii  aving  served  an  Appren 
ticeship  to  a  Merchant  in  Aberdeen,  William  Fer- 
gusson  came  to  Edinburgh  in  the  Year  1746  in 
search  of  employment.  For  a  considerable  time 
after  his  Arrival  he  was  occupied  as  a  Clerk  by 
people  of  different  descriptions  but  latterly  obtain 
ed  a  situation,  in  the  same  capacity,  in  one  of  the 
departments  of  the  British  Linen  Company's 
Bank  in  which  situation  he  continued  to  act  until 
the  time  of  his  Death.  William  Fergusson  was 
a  very  intelligent  man  and  much  respected.  'He 
framed  a  very  useful  Book  of  Rates  during  the 
time  that  he  had  the  management  of  the  affairs 
of  a  Company  of  Upholsterers  in  Edinburgh  and 
in  the  early  part  of  his  Life  he  indulged  himself 
in  writing  verses.  It  is  generally  believed  as  he 
grew  up  to  manhood  he  relinquished  this  habit. 
He  had  two  Sons  and  two  Daughters,  viz. 
Barbara,  Margaret,  Harry,  and  Robert.  Barbara 
vras  married  to  Mr.  David  Inverarity,  cabinet- 
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maker  in  Edinburgh.  Her  son,  Mr.  James  Inver- 
avity,  some  years  ago,  wrote  a  spirited  and  ele 
gant  critique  on  Mr.  Irving's  account  of  his  un 
cle's  life,  and  repelled,  with  becoming  indignation, 
some  very  unwarrantable  statements  made  by  that 
gentleman.  Margaret  was  married  to  Mr.  Duval, 
a  purser  in  the  Navy.  She  is  an  accomplished 
woman,  and  possesses  a  mind  that  stamps  her  a 
genuine  relative  of  Fergusson.  Harry,  the  elder 
Brother,  was  a  young  man  of  considerable  learn 
ing  and  ingenuity  :  he  chose  to  atone  for  some  ju 
venile  indiscretions,  by  entering  on  board  a  ship  of 
war.  Robert  the  younger  Son  author  of  the  fol 
lowing  Poems,  was  born  at  Edinburgh,  on  the 
5th  of  September  1750. 

During  the  years  of  his  early  infancy,  his  con 
stitution  was  so  extremely  delicate,  that  his  life 
was  frequently  despaired  of  and  was  incapable 
of  attending  school  till  he  had  attained  the  sixth 
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year  of  his  age.  He  was  then  placed  under  the 
tuition  of  a  Mr.  Philp,  who  taught  in  Niddry'3 
Wynd.  So  considerable  was  his  improvement 
under  Mr.  Philp,  that  in  half  a  year  he  was 
thought  qualified  to  be  initiated  in  the  study  of 
the  Latin  language,  in  which  he  was  instructed 
by  Mr.  Gilchrist,  one  of  the  masters  of  the  High- 
school,  Edinburgh.  While  he  continued  at  this 
excellent  seminary,  the  infirm  state  of  his  health 
prevented  him  from  giving  proper  attendance. 
His  powers,  however^  were  so  active,  that  even 
under  the  disadvantage  attending  this  broken  kind 
Of  study,  he  equalled  any,  and  surpassed  numbers 
of  his  class-fellows. 

While  his  school  studies  were  thus  interrupted 
by  ill  health,  he  is  said  to  have  acquired  a  taste 
for  Books,  which  he  was  accustomed  to  indulge. 
It  is  a  remarkable  fact,  that  while  yet  a  mere  child, 
his  chief  delight  was  in  reading  the  Bible,  Th6 
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Proverbs  of  Solomon,  in  particular,  attracted  his 
most  earnest  regard.  A  curious  instance  of  the 
effect  which  this  practice  produced  on  his  tender 
and  susceptible  mind,  may  be  mentioned  as  a 
proof  of  the  powerful  impression  which,  some  cir 
cumstances  make  on  the  human  faculties  in  the 
early  period  of  life.  One  day  he  entered  his  Mo 
ther's  chamber  in  tears,  calling  to  her  to  whip  him. 
Upon  inquiring  into  the  cause  of  this  extraordina 
ry  behaviour,  •  he  exclaimed,  "  O  mother  !  'lie 
that  spareth  the  rod,  hateth  the  child." — 

After  a  desultory  attendance  at  the  High- 
school  of  Edinburgh,  during  a  period  of  four  years 
he  went  to  Dundee,  where  he  studied  two  years 
longer.  At  this  time,  it  seems,  his  friends  had 
destined  him  for  the  church.  Accordingly,  at  the 
pge  of  thirteen,  he  entered  a  student  of  St.  An 
drews  university,  where  he  enjoyed  a  bursary. 
Here  he  soon  became  distinguished  as  a  youth  of 
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superior  genius,    and  rendered  himself  conspicu 
ous  as  "  a  fellow  of  infinite  jest,    of  most  excel 
lent  fancy."     His  ingenuity  recommended  him  to 
Dr.  Wilkie,   professor   of  natural   philosophy  in 
that  university.    It  has  been  asserted  that  Wilkie 
employed  him  to  read  his  academical  prelections, 
when  sickness  or  other  casual  circumstances  pre 
vented  him  from  performing  that  duty  himself. 
A  boy  of  sixteen  or  seventeen  years  of  age  mount 
ing  the  professorial  rostrum,  would  afford  an  ex 
hibition  of  a  singular  kind.       It  is  also  probable 
that  Fergusson  was  more  distinguished  for  his  po 
etical  genius,  than  for  his  talents  in  investigating 
subjects  connected  with  natural  philosophy.     Cer 
tain  it  is,    however,    that  Wilkie  honoured  him 
with  particular  marks  of  distinction.       Nor  were 
these  bestowed  on  an  ungrateful  object :  upon  the 

death  of  his  patron,  which  happened  on  the  tenth 
of  October,  1772,  Fergusson  offered  a  tribute  of 

warm  affection  to  his  memory. 
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During  his  residence  at  St  Andrews,  he  began 
to  direct  his  attention  to  the  study  of  poetry  ;  and 
v/rote  many  occasional  verses,  which  attracted  the 
particular  notice  of  the  professors,  as  well  as  of 
his  fellow-students.  It  is  said  by  Mr  Irving,  oA 
the  authority  of  the  Encyclopaedia  Britannica, 
where  it  is  stated  as  the  import  of  authentic  pri 
vate  information  that  Fergusson,  in  the  last  year 
of  his  residence  at  St  Andrews,  formed  the  plan  of 
a  Tragedy,  founded  on  the  story 'of  Sir  William 
Wallace ;  but  when  he  had  finished  the  first  two 
acts>  he  is  said  to  have  TeKnquished  'the  design, 
because  he  hud  seen  another  dramatic  poem  on 
the  same  subject,  and  was  apprehensive  lest  his 
should  be  regarded  as.  a  mere  copy.  There  does 
not  seem  to  be  any  satisfactory  objection  urged 
against  the  truth  of  this  statement ;  and  while  it 
derives^robability  from  the  consideration  of  other 
;parts  of  his  conduct,  and  other  features  of  his 

VOL.  I,  C 
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character,  it  seems  to  render  his  claims  to  an 
honourable  literary  .ambition,  considerably  valid, 
,A  few  observations  on  the  subject,  although  per 
haps  unnecessary,  may  not  be  deemed  superflu 
ous  or  useless. 

'Fergusson,  like  other   Scotch  Poets  since  his 
day,  sympathised  in  the  sufferings  of  fallen  great 
ness.     Even  liberty  itself  he  seemed  to  consider 
as  but  a -phantom,   unless  it  arose  from  the  afc- 
,  ehievements  of  his  country's  patriots. 

Independent  of  all  direct  and  positive  testimo- 
,  -ny,   there  is   sufficient  reason  for  thinking  that 
the  story  of  Sir  William  Wallace  would  interest 
him  much ;   and  it  is  .by  no  means  an  extrava 
gant  supposition,  that  he  might  design  to  deb'nA- 
-ate  our  hero's  fate  in  a  dramatic  form,   j  In  some 
respects,  indeed,  the  subject  was  admirably  cal« 
4«d  for  him :  it  waj  interesting  in  itself,  and 
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from  his  earliest  infancy,  every  Scotsman  regards 
the  memory  of  Sir  William  Wallace,  as  that  of 
«  being  who  surpassed  the  common  race  of  mor 
tals  in  every  attribute  which  elevates  -the  indivi 
dual  above  his  species.  Strength  preternatural 
was  the  fabled  quality^  of  his  bodyj  patriotism 
and  courage  the  unquestioned  characteristics  of 
his  mind.  His  adventures,-  whether  fabulous  or 
true,  were  of  the  mixed  kind,  which  excite  the 
most  lively  interest  in  a  story,  —  now  proudly 
moving  on  the  highest  tide  of  success,—  now 
deeply  overwhelmed  by  misfortune.  His  fall 
too  was  of  that  tragical  cast,  which  excites  eve 
ry  sympathy  of  our  hearts*  There  is  not  per* 
haps  a  Scotsman,  in  the  middle  and  lower  ranks 
of  life,  who  has  not  read,  with  a  holy  -  enthusi 
asm,  the  account  of  our  national  hero's  exploits', 
as  recorded  by  Henry  the  Minstrel.  Yet,  from 
whatever  cause  it  has  arisen,  it  is  true,  that  none 
of  our  poets,  even  to  this  day,  have  c 
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in  a  strain  sufficiently  sublime,  the  achievements 
of  V\'allace,  or  delineated,  with  an  adequate 
truth  of  poesy,  the  exalted  character  of  the  man. 
Perhaps  no  poetical  talents  are  capable  of  giving 
to  Scotsmen  a  vivid  picture  of  the  greatness  cf 
their  greatest  hero  ;  his  name  is  associated  in  our 
minds  with  every  thing  that  is  illustrious.  The 
poet's  field  of  exertion  is  thought  to  ba  fictitious 
circumstance :  but  if  the  stor}"  of  Wallace's  ex 
ploits  were  everr  divested  of  what,  doubtless, 
renders  them  more  rich  in  the  means  of  poetical 
embellishment,  and  although  the  blaze  of  our 
patriot's  glory  were  to  shine  unmingled  with  the 
fire  of  fancy's  creation,  they  are  still  too  brilliant 
for  the  eye  of  a  common  poet.  That  Fergus- 
son,  in  these  circumstances,  had  the  courage  to 
think  of  such  a  subject  for  his  poetry,  is  a  strong 
proof  of  the  ambition  of  his  mind  and  the  eleva 
tion  of  his  temper.  When  we  consider  the  posi 
tive  testimony  in  the  case,  and  all  the  circum- 
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stances  connected  with  it,  we  shall  scarcely  have 
a  ground  for  with-holding  our  assent  to  the  sup 
position  of  his  purpose :  and  if  we  grant  the 
probability  of  his  design,  we  cannot  refuse  the 
tribute  of  respect  for  his  feelings.  That  he  re 
linquished  his  purpose,  for  the  reason  assigned, 
seems  both  probable  and  honourable.  The  spi 
rit  which  could  think  of  celebrating  the  heroism 
of  Wallace,  could  ill  stoop  to  the  baseness  of  li 
terary  theft,  or  even  to  the  meanness  of  servile 
imitation. 

Fergusson  appears  to  have  had  another  theatri 
cal  scheme  floating  in  his  mind  :  some  fragments 
of  speeches  written  with  his  own  hand  are  to  be 
found  on  the  blank  leaves  of  a  book  which  was 
formerly  in  his  possession. 

Though  he  was  never  very  remarkable  for  his 
application  to  study,   yet  he  performed,  with  a 
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sufficient'Share  of  applause,  the  various  exercises 
which  the  rules  of  his  college  prescribed.  The 
calm  and  even  tenor  however  of  an  academic  life 
was  but  ill  calculated  to  afford  him  much  satisfac 
tion  or  enjoyment.  His  natural  propensity  to 
mirth  and  gaiety  often  caused  him  to  relax  in  his 
exertions :  he  bore  a  principal  part  in  a  thousand 
youthful  frolics ;  many  of  which,  are  still  remem 
bered  at  St  Andrews. 

Mr  Irving,  in  the  earlier  editions  of  hrs  work, 
has  mentioned,  that  Fergusson  was  expelled  from 
the  university  of  St.  Andrews ;  but  as  some  cir 
cumstances  which  followed,  of  no  less  importance, 
are  omitted,  it  is  necessary  that  these  should  be 
noticed,  even  although  Mr  Irving  has  in  the  later 
editions  corrected  his  faulty  statement.  The 
particulars  attending  this  expulsion,  are  thus  de 
tailed  in  a  paper  written  by  Principal  Hill,  and 
subscribed  by  Professor  Vilant  ;  the  latter  of 
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whom  was  at  the  time  \ January  29th  1801)  un 
able,  from  sickness,  to  do  more  than  attest  the 
-truth  of  the  account, 

<{  The  university  d£St;  Andrews  keep  no  record 

"  of  the  censures  inflicted  upon  young  men  during 

"  the -course  of  their   studies,  because  they   arc 

"  willing  to  hope,  that  future  good  behaviour  will 

"  atone  for  die  improprieties  of  early  days.     But 

,te  as  an  inquiry  has  been  made  on  the  part  of  the 

"  relations    of  Mr  Robert   Fergusson,    whether 

"  he    was    expelled  from    this     university,    Mr 

"  Nicolas  Vilant,  professor  of  mathematics,  the 

. "  only    person  now  in   the    university  who  was 

.  "  then  a  member  of  it,  declares,  for  their  satisfac- 

"  tion,  that  in  the  year  1767,  a*  he  recollects,  at 

'•'  the  first  institution  of  the  prizes  given  by  the 

"  Earl  of  Kinnouf,  late  chancellor  of  this  univer- 

"  sity,  there  was  a  meeting,  one  night  after  the 

*•'  determination  of  the  prizes  for  that  year,  of  the 
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"  winners.,  in  one  room  of  the  United  College,  and 
"  a  meeting  of  the  losers  in  another  room  at  a 
"  small  distance ;  that  in  consequence  of  some 
"  communication  between  the  winners  and  the 
"  losers,  a  scuffle  arose,  which  was  "reported  to 
"  the  masters  of  the  College ;  and  that  Robert 
c<  Fergusson  and  some  others,  who  had  appeared 
"  the  most  active,  were  expelled ;  but  that  the 
"  next  day,  or  the  day  thereafter,  they  were  all 
(t  received  back  into  the  College,  upon  promises 
st  of  good  behaviour  for  the  future. 

(t  NICOLAS  VILANT". 

After  a  residence  of  four  years  in  St  An 
drews,  (his  bursary  having  expired,  and  his  fa 
ther  having  died  two  years  before)  Robert  re* 
signed  all  thoughts  of  pursuing  the  clerical  pro 
fession,  and  returned  to  his  mother's  house  in 
Edinburgh,  without  any  plan  of  life,  or  rational 
prospect  of  future  occupation.  It  has  beea 
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thought,  that  a  man  of  liberal  education,  can  ea 
sily  find  some  employment  in  which  to  engage; 
and  that  in  the  present  state  of  society,  he  need 
only  seek,  in  order  to  obtain,  an  adequate  reward 
for  the  application  of  his  talents.  Numerous  in 
stances  might  be  produced  to  contradict  this  no 
tion  ;  and,  I  am  not  aware,  that  any  thing  better 
than  facts  could  be  stated  to  explode  a  supposi 
tion,  which  misleads  many  parents  (particularly 
in  Scotland,)  in  the  education  of  their  families. 
Fergusson  affords  one  example,  in  which  the 
worldly  condition,  and  the  propensities  of  charac 
ter,  were  completely  opposed  'to  each  other,  by 
an  unfortunate  concurrence  of  circumstances.  He 
was  placed  on  the  threshold  of  life,  an  unfriended 
boy  ;  without  the  means  of  present  support,  or 
the  prospect  of  future  provision.  He  had  receiv 
ed  a  classical  education  ;  he  had  acquired  the  ha* 
bits  of  intellectual,  rather  than  of  bodily  exertion^ 
VOL  I.  D 
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and  he  cherished  with  the  ardoafc  peculiar  to 
youth  and  to  genius,  the  sanguine  hopes  of  future 
eminence.  What  in  these  circumstances  could  he 
do  ?  The  first  and  the  natural  feeling  which  one 
so  situated  is  apt  to  entertain,  is  a  confidence  in 
the  exertions  of  those  with  whom  he  is  connected 
by  the  ties  of  blood.  Fergusson  had  a  mother  ; 
but  she  was  a  widow — poor — destitute — friend 
less  :  She  was  a  proper  object  of  filial  reverence ; 
Imt  his  advancement  in  the  world,  could  rfl>t  be 
materially  promoted  by  her  exertions-. 

He  had  a  maternal  uncle  living  near  Aberdeen 
a  Mr  John  Forbes,  who  was  in  affluent  circum 
stances.  To  him  he  paid  a  visit,  in  the  hope  of 
procuring  some  suitable  employment  through  his 
influence.  Mr  Forbes  at  first  treated  him  with 
civility  j  but  instead  of  exerting  himself  to  pro 
mote  his  interest,  suffered  him  to  remain  sk 
.months  in  his  house,  and  afttrwards  dismissed 
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him  in  a  manner  which  reflects  very  little  honour 

on  his  memory.      His  clothes  were  beginning  ta 

assume  an  obsolete  appearance  ;  end  he  was  there 

fore  deemed  an  improper  guest  for  his  uncle's 

house.     Filled  with  indignation  at  the  ungenerous 

treatment  which  he  had  received,    he  retired  to  a 

little  solitary  inn  that   stood  at  a  small  distance  ; 

and  addressed   a  letter  to  his  unfeeling  relation, 

couched  in  terms  of  manly  resentment.      After 

his  departure,  Mr  Forbes  seems  to  have  relented  : 

he  dispatched  a  messenger  to  him  with  a  few  shil 

lings  to  defray  his  expences  on  the  road.      He 

travelled  to  Edinburgh  on  foot;   and  the  fatigues 

of  the  journey,    added  to  his  depression  of  mind, 

produced  such  an  effect  upon  his  delicate  consti 

tution,  that  for  several  days  he  was  afflicted  with 

a   severe   illness.      When  he   began  to  recover 

strength,   he  endeavoured  to  console  his  grief  by 

composing  a  Poem  on  the  Decay  of  Friendship^ 

and  another  against  Repining  at  Fortune, 
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He  was.  soon  afterwards  employed  as  an  assist 
ant  in  the  office  of  the  Commissary-clerk  of  E- 
dinburgh,  where  he  continued  during  the  remain 
der  of  his  life,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  months 
t-hat  he  wrote  in  the  Sheriff-clerk's  office,  both 
Mr  Irving  and  Mr  Sommers  are  mistaken  in  say 
ing,  that  he  continued  in  the  latter  office  until  his 
death,  from  the  period  that  he  left  the  commissa 
ry-clerk's  office.  He  could  not  endure  the  kind 
of  business  which  frequently  occurred  in  the  latter 
situation,  where  Fergusson  thought  the  law  too 
often  appeared  in  the  aspect  of  severity.  All 
proceedings  against  criminals  of  various  denomi 
nations,  usually  commence  in  the  Sheriffs-court. 
Fergusson  therefore  solicited  and  obtained  re-ad* 
mission  into  the  situation  which  he  formerly  held. 
It  is  not  known,  that  he  originally  left  the  Com- 
missary-clerk's  office,  on  account  of  tyrannical 
treatment  from  his  superiors,  as  stated  by  Mr  Ir 
ving  :  on  the  contrary,  it  is  certain,  he  frequent* 
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ly  amused  himself  with  the  trifling  peevishness  in 
which  the  deputy,  Mr  Abercromby,  under  whom 
he  acted,  indulged.  This  peevishness  was  in  a 
great  measure  owing  to  the  valetudinary  state  of 
health  under  which  that  gentleman  long  laboured* 
He  had  no  dislike  at  Fergusson,  and  occasionally 
employed  him  in  his  private  affairs  ;  but  his  fret 
ful  disposition  did  not  accord  with  Fergusson's 
feelings.  He  was,  however,  upon  the  whole,  ex 
tremely  unlike  many  others  of  those  business  ma 
chines  who  are  every  day  to  be  met  with— illite* 
rate,  but  industrious,— mean  in  their  dispositions, 
yet  presumptuous  in  their  manners  ;  and  who  hav 
ing,  by  these  means,  advanced  themselves  to 
worldly  consideration,  conceive  themselves  fully 
warranted  to  trample  on,  and  insult  their  official 
inferiors.— He  was  a  man  of  much  knowledge  in 
business,  and  of  considerable  ability. 

As  the  epoch  of  Fergusson's  life,  which  is  most 
interesting  in  itself,  and  most  fraught  with  useful 
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instruction,  commenced  at  his  entry  into  the 
Commissary-clerk's  office^  I  shall  detail,  as  mi 
nutely  as  possible,  every  authentic  particular  of 
importance  concerning  hirn,  which  I  have  been  a~ 
ble  to  obtain.  . 

During  the  whole  of  the  period  which  interven 
ed  between  his  return  from  college  and  his  death, 
he  continued  almost  daily  to  write  verses  on  pass 
ing  occurrences  and  incidental  topic's.  He  was 
a  constant  contributor  to  Ruddiman's  Weekly  Ma 
gazine,  a  popular  and  respectable  miscellany  of  the 
day.  His  dislike  and  neglect  of  his  employment 
seems  to  have  formed  a  complete  contrast  to  his 
literary  ardour.  This  fact,  of  which  we  are  in 
formed  by  the  concurring  testimony  of  all  his  as 
sociates,  is  pretty  amply  illustrated  by  the  follow 
ing,  anecdote,  communicated  by  a  gentleman  who 
had  the  best  access  to  know  the  facts,  and  whose 
veracity  and  accuracy  may  be  fully  relied  on* 
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It  was  a  principal  part  of  Fergusson's  duty  to 
copy  out  the  extracts  of  deeds  and  protests  which 
were  recorded  in  the  Commissary-court  books. 
This  business  is  the  most  mechanical  that  can 
well  be  supposed,  being  merely  to  copy  the  docu 
ment  recorded,  with  some  trifling  additions;  yet  so 
completely  was  Fergusson's  mind  engrossed-  by 
matters  foreign  to  -his  task,  that,  in  the  course  of 
one  forenoon,  he  blundered  the  same  extract  two 
different' times.  When  he  returned  to  the  office 
in  the  evening,  he  found  that  the  paper  had  been 
much  wanted ;  and  after  venting  a  coarse  expres 
sion  against  the  person  who  molested  him,  he  sat 
down  a  third  time  to  the  business.  He  had  not, 
however,  got  his  copy  half  finished,  when  he  cried 
out  to  his  office  companion,  that  a  thought  had 
just  struck  him,  which  he  would  instantly  put  into 
verse,  and  carry  to  ruddiman's  Magazine  (on  the 
eve  of  publication,)  but  that  he  would  instantly 
return  and  complete  the  extract.  He  immediate- 
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ly  scrawled  out  "  Verses  on  Mr  Thomas  Lanca 
shire/'  and  ran  with  them  to  the  press.  On  his 
return  towards  the^office,  he  called  at  the  shop  of 
Mr  Sommers,  Print-seller  and  Glazier,  below  the 
Commissary  office,  Parliament  Square,  where  he 
found  the  shop-boy  reading  a  poem  on  Creation. 
This  circumstance  furnished  him  with  another  to 
pic  for  versifying,  and  he  wrote  a  coarse  epigram 
on  his  friend  Sommers. 

t(  Tom  Sommers  is  a  gloomy  man, 
"  His  soul  is  dark  with  sin ; 

**  O  holy  J***s  glaze  his  soul, 
"  That  light  may  enter  in." 
These  proceedings  occupied  him  about  twenty 
minutes  ;  and  having  thus  given  vent  to  the  effer 
vescence  of  his  fancy,  he  returned  quietly  to  hi? 
•drudgery. 

This  anecdote  shows  pretty  distinctly  his  aver 
sion  to  the  settled  employment  to  which  his  at* 
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tention  should  have  been  directed,  and  his  way 
ward  wanderings  of  thought,  in  regions  foreign 
to  his  more  immediate  concerns.  He  very  natu 
rally  conceived  the  scanty  emoluments  resulting 
from  his  labour  to  be  an  inadequate  reward  for 
the  exertion  of  such  talents  as  he  was  conscious 
he  possessed  :  but  he  unreasonably  allowed  con 
tempt  for  his  business  to  superinduce  inattention 
to  its  duties.  To  copy  law  papers  of  any  de 
scription,  is  indeed  an  occupation  excessively  irk 
some  to  any  man  whose  talents  are  not  wholly 
placed  at  the  points  of  his  fingers ;  and  the  pitiful 
allowance  which  Fergusson  received  for  his  la 
bour,  tended  very  little  to  render  that  irksome- 
ness  tolerable.  To  such  disadvantages,  however, 
he  should  have  opposed  the  considerations  of  ne 
cessity  and  prudence.  Some  regular  occupation 
he  must  have  followed,  and  there  is  none  in  life 
unaccompanied  with  labour  and  inconvenience  of 
'Vox,.  I.  E 
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some  kind.  Fergusson  would  have  been  a  hap 
pier  man,  if  he  had  aimed  at  the  acquisition  of 
business  habits.  He  might  by  such  means  have 
reached  that  real  independence  which,  by  indus 
try  and  frugality,  is  attainable  in  almost  every 
condition  of  life,  and  which  in  every  condition 
(ionfers  the  most  genuine  comfort  and  dignity. 
He  should  have  reflected,  that  merit  cannot  al 
ways  be  known  ;  that  it  is  In  every  case  danger 
ous,  and  often  disgraceful,  to  be  the  object  of  po 
pular  support  in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view  ;  and 
that  the  earnings  of  honest  industry,  though  scan 
ty,  are  sweeter  to  the  heart,  imbued  with  the 
pride  of  true  independence,  than  the  most  pro 
fuse  munificence  which  can  be  conferred  on  vena) 
.prostitution. 

I  will  not  say  that  it  was  improper  in  Fergus- 
-son  to  cultivate  his  poetical  talents — far  other 
wise:  -but  it  was  unwise  to  permit  what  ought 
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to  have  been  only  his  recreations,  to  supplant  his 
actual  duties.       His  employment   was  doubtless* 

sufficiently  servile  :    but  still  attention  to  it  wa* 

\ 
by  no  means  incompatible   with  his  devotion  to 

the  muses,  as  has  been  sagely  discovered  by  some 
of  his  Biographers.  Dry  and  uninteresting  as 
the  study  of  law,  and  the  practical  exercise  of 
juridical  functions,  may  appear  to  those  who  are 
unacquainted  with  the  principles  of  the  one,  or  the 
habits  of  the  other,  I  affirm,  from  observation  of 
the  fact,  that  they  have  no  peculiar  and  exclusive 
tendency  to  extinguish  the  ardour  of  genius  ;  and 
if  it  were  not  foreign  to  my  present  purpose,  I 
could  easUy  mention  the  names  of  many  lawyers, 
whose  minds  are  distinguished  by  every  quality- 
that  appertains  to  the  poetic  character.  Upon 
the  hypothesis  of  Juridical  studies  and  poetical  ta 
lent  being  incompatible,  it  cannot,  therefore,  be 
supposed  that  Fergusson,  although  he  was  cer- 
nut  a  lawyer,  might  not  havu  been  at  tut 
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same  time  a  poet  and  an  inferior  clerk  in  a  law 
office ;  unless.,  indeed,,  it  is  thought,  that  in  such 
a  situation  it  was  presumptuous  in  him  to  aspire 
above  the  mechanical  drudgery  of  penmanship. 
Fortunately,,  however,  there  is  yet  no  aristocracy 
in  the  republic  of  letters,  elevated  and  supported 
by  corporation  privileges  :  Chatterton  was  an  at 
torney's  hack3  Burns  a  ploughman. 

In  addition  to  Fergusson's  dislike  of  his  profes* 
aion,  other  circumstances  concurred  to  influence 
his  character  and  determine  his  fate.  The  obvi 
ous  merit  of  his  poems,  which  were  widely  circu 
lated  in  Ruddiman's  Magazine,  attracted  public 
notice;  and  his  company  was  courted  with  avi 
dity  by  people  of  almost  every  description.  He 
could  rank  in  the  number  of  his  friends,  many  of 
the  first  characters  of  his  time  in  Edinburgh. 
His  unassuming  manners,  his  wit,  and  his  convi- 
rial  talents,  gave  pleasure  to  all,  but  chiefly  to 
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the  young  and  the  gay.  He  was  ingenuous,  af 
fable,  manly,  and  generous.  His  conversation  was 
that  of  a  gentleman  and  a  scholar ;  his  wit  the 
spontaneous  and  captivating  offspring  of  genius; 
his  song  was  that  simple,  but  powerful  melody, 
which,  as  its  energies  are  directed,  arouses,  or  ra 
vishes,  or  subdues.  Tavern  parties  and  clubs 
were  the  spheres  which  Fergusson's  wit  and  song 
too  frequently  enlivened ;  and  these  destroyers  of 
every  respectable  principle  in  human  nature,  at 
length  undermined  his  constitution,  sullied  his  re 
spectability,  and  disordered  his  reason 

The  extent  to  which  his  convivial  propensities 
wouldi  make  him  descend,  is  exemplified  in  an  a*- 
necdote  given  by  Mr  Sommers. 

"  Such  were  his  vocal  powers,  and  attachment 
"  to  Scots  songs,  that  in  the  course  of  his  convivi- 
"  al  frolics,  he  laid  a  wager  with  some  of  his  asso- 
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"  dates,  that  if  they  would  furnish  him  with  a 
"  certain  number  of  Printed  ballads  (no  matter 
"what  kind,)  he  would  undertake  to  dispose  of  them 
f(  as  a  street  singer,  in  the  course  of  two  hours> 
"  The  bet  was  laid ;  arid  next  evening,  being  in  the 
"  month  of  November,  a  large  bundle  of  ballads 
"  were  procured  for  him.  He  wrapped  himself  in 
tc  a  shabby  great  coat,  put  on  an  old  scratch  wig, 
"  and  in  this  disguised  form,  commenced  his  ad- 
' '  venture  at  the  Weigh  House,  head  of  the  West 
"  Bow.  In  his  going  down  the  Lawnmarket,  and 
"  High  Street,  he  had  the  address  to  collect  great 
se  multitudes  around  him,  while  he  amused  them 
es  with  a  variety  of  favourite  Scots  songs,  by  no 
"  means  such  as  he  had  ballads  for,  and  gained 
"  the  wager,  by  disposing  of  the  whole  collection. 
t(  He  waited  on  his  companions  by  eight  o'clock 
fe  that  evening,  and  speufr  with  them,  in  mirthful 
"  glee,  the  produce  of  his  --street  adventure/* 
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At  other  times  again,  his   humour  would   as- 

.sume  a  moral  cast,  and  he  would  make  trick  and 

jest  in   some   measure    the    means  of  usefulness. 

The  following  particulars    are    sufficient   proofs 

of  his  jocularity. 

"  Mr  Fergusson  had  a  rooted  aversion  to  eve- 
"  ry  kind  of  hypocrisy  especially  religious  hypo- 
"  crisy.       Those  who  pretended  to  an  extraordi- 
fc  nary    outward   show   of  religion,    he   tortured 
<:  with  much  seventy  of  ridicule.     Among  others 
"  of  this  stamp,  he  considered  his  landlord  as  one 
"  worthy  of  his  particular   attention  ;    and   he 
"  gave  him  now   and  then   a  little   seasonable 
'".  chastisement.      His  landlord  was  a  man  as  re- 
"  ligiously  attached  to  his  bottle  as  to  his  pray- 
f(  ers ;    and  though  almost  every  night  he  was 
"  pretty  much  overcome  by  the  first,    he  never 
"  neglected  the  last.      This  conduct  Mr  Fergus- 
"  -son  could  not  long  observe,  without  giving  hirr 
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*f  some  correction.  One  night,  when  the  land- 
*'  lord  had  called  his  household  together,  and  in 
tf  a  state  of  complete  intoxication,  was  proceed- 
*'  ing  to  prayer,  Robert  took  his  station  in  an  ad- 
"  joining  closet.  The  landlord  had  no  sooner  fal- 
et  len  upon  his  knees,  and  uttered  the  words,  O 
"  Lord,  thou  art  good  and  gracious  !  than  Mr 
tf  Robert,  from  the  closet,  in  a  hollow  tone  of 
e{  voice,  re-echoed  his  words.  The  landlord  be- 
Cf  ing  much  agitated  by  this  secret  assistant,  did 
<e  not  venture  to  proceed  farther,  till  he  had  ful- 
<(  ly  ascertained  his  personal  safety.  Having  sa- 
"  tisfied  himself  on  this  point,  he  uttered  the 
"  next  sentence  with  tremulous  gravity  :  it  was 
<f  again  re-echoed  by  the  invisible  being,  in  a 
"  more  dismal  tone.  From  these  unhallowed 
ff  respcnces,  the  landlord  terminated  his  evening 
(C  devotion,  and  gave  orders  to  his  servants  to  re- 
"  tire  and  carry  awa'  the  buiks.  After  compos- 
f'e  ing  himself,  by  serious  reflection,  he  recalled 
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"  his  servants,   and  earnestly  inquired  if  Rabbie 

(C  Fergusson  was  come  home  ?  being  answered  in 

"  the  affirmative,  (for  by  this  time  Robert  had  es- 

f{  caped  from  his  concealment,)  the  landlord  pro- 

"  ceeded  to  lecture  his  auditors  on  the  impropri- 

"  ety  of  their  past  conduct ;     telling  them,  that 

"  he  was  certain,   from  what  had  happened  that 

fi  night  and  other  forewafnings,  there  was  some- 

"  thing  wrong,   and  that  some   awful  calamity 

<(  would  befal  the  family  ;  warning  them  of  their 

t(  danger,  and  cautioning  them  against  all  loose 

"  disorderly  behaviour  in  future.      Having  thus, 

"  as  he  imagined,  fortified  those  under  his  care, 

"  by  his  prophetical  visitation,  his  inward  terror, 

"  heightened    by   guilt,   suggested    to    him  the 

"  necessity    of   consulting    his    own  safety,   by 

"  some  salutary  advice  :  and  having,   on  former 

"  occasions,  had  some  share  of  Robert's  friendly 

"  admonitions,  he  ventured  to  communicate  to 

"  him  the  events  of  the  evening,  and  th«  terrors 

VOL.  I.  F 
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f(  which  oppressed  his  mind  in  consequence  of 
"  them.  Rabby  was  prepared  to  receive  him  with 
te  all  the  gravity  of  a  father-confessor.  The  land- 
"  lord  gave  a  full  narration  of  the  events,  and  of 
"  his  own  fears ;  which  were  wonderfully  increas- 
"  ed  by  Robert's  solemn  commentaries.  He  re- 
"  presented  to  the  terrified  landlord,  the  danger 
"  he  had  to  apprehend  from  attempting  to  ad- 
ft  dress  his  Maker  in  a  state  of  intoxication,  and 
(C  that  he  had  reason  to  expect  some  serious  afflic- 
(<  tion  from  the  impropriety  of  his  conduct.  The 
"  landlord  acknowledged  his  guilt,  and  promised 
"  amendment  in  future.  Upon  this  acknowledg- 
te  ment  and  promise,  Robert  absolved  him,  and 
**  recommended  a  night's  rest  as  the  most  proper 
~"  exercise  for  one  in  his  condition. 

""  Notwithstanding,  however,  of  this  supposed 
'"  preternatural  warning,  and  the  promise  of  a- 
•°  rnendrnent,  it  was  not  long  before  the  landlord 
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i:  relapsed  into  his  usual  habits ;    for.  on  the  Sa- 
i{  turday  following,  he  came  into  his  shop,   at  a 
"  late  hour,  almost  incapahle  of  attending  to  any 
"  thing.   Robert  was  there,  and  after  censuring  him 
"  more  severely  than  before,  determined  on  playing 
"  him  some  other  trick.  An  opportunity  immediate- 
"  ly  offered,  and  it  was  embraced.  A  customer  sent 
"  for  a  sight   of  some  goods,  which  the  landlord 
"packed  up,   and   carried   to  the  person's  house. 
"  Robert,  somewhat  disguised,  followed  at  a  dis- 
tl  tance  ;  waited  concealed  till  the  landlord  came 
ec  out ;  and,  at  a  proper  place,  snatched  away  the 
"  goods,  and  left  him  to  find  the  way  home  the  best 
"  way  he  could.   With  the  parcel,  he  reached  the 
"  shop  first,  arid  having  concealed  it  in  a  snug  cor* 
<l  ner,  was  standing  at  his  ease.  The  landlord,  up* 
"  on  his  return  wonderfully  magnified  the  circum- 
"stances  of  the  robbery,  but  seemed  thankful  that 
"  he  was  permitted  to  escape  with  life.     Robert 
"  sympathised  in  his  sorrows  and  joy,  and  all  thr- 
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t(  family  joined  in  the  gratulations  usual  on 
te  such  occasions.  The  next  day  being  Sunday,  a 
"  profound  silence  was  observed  by  all  parties; 
"  and  by  Monday  morning  Robert  had  made  the 
te  servants  acquainted  with  what  he  had  done, 
"  and  his  reasons  for  doing  it.  At  the  same  time, 
"  he  prepared  a  few  lines,  as  from  a  most  noted 
"  woman  of  bad  fame,  addressed  to  the  landlord,- 
"  intimating  to  him  his  irregular  conduct  in  com- 
•ring  to  her  house  in  a  disorderly  manner,  leaving 
"  his  goods,  seemingly  incapable  of  taking  care  of 
"  himself  ;  and  adding,  that  from  his  years,  and 
"  the  character  he  ought  to  support,  shew  as 
"  unwilling  to  expose  him,  and  had  returned 
"  his  goods,  with  her  friendly  advice,  that  he 
es  would  be  careful  in  future  not  to  expose  him- 
"  self.  Robert  watched  the  landlord's  approach, 
"put  the  parcel  of  goods  and  note  into  his  hands, 
"and  as  the  note  was  unsealed^  the  landlord  na- 
"  turally  concluded,  tnat  all  in  the  shop  had  pe- 
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<(  rused  it.    He  stood  amazed ;  and  returning  the 
"  note  to  Fergusson,  declared  his  innocence,  ear- 
t(  nestly  requesting  that  the  matter  might  be  con- 
"  cealed.        Robert  gravely  perusing  the  note, 
"  seemed  astonished  at  its  contents,  but  would 
tf  not  listen  to  the  landlord's  plea  of  innocence. 
"  He  told  him,  he  had  no  intention   of  injuring 
"  him,  by  publishing  the  affair  ;  and  strongly  rc- 
"  commended  to  him.  to  profit  by  the  friendly  ad- 
e{  vice  which  the  note  contained  ;  for  he  evident- 
"  ly  saw,    that  in  his  intoxication,    he  neither 
"  knew   where  he  had  been,   what  he  did,  nor 
"  what  was  done  to  him.       Many  similar  tricks 
"  and  frolics   Mr.  Fergusson  engaged  in,    with  a 
"  view  to  reclaim  his  landlord  from  the  cup,  hut 
tf  it  is  believed  without  success.    In  other  respects 
"  the  landlord  was  a  good  sort  of  a  man,   and 
*r  Mr  Fergusson  expressed  a  great  regard  for  him 
"  What  was  very  singular  tfto,   the  landlord  was 
"  always  giving  Rabby   (as  he  called  him)  hit 
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"  best  advice  against  wildness  ;  seaso4iing  1,' 
"  vice  with  religious  injunctions. 

"  Mr  Feigusson  seemed  so  violent  against  fana- 
"  tics,  arid  fanatical  opinion;;  and  practices,  that 
"  he  seldom  missed  an  op^./i-tuiiiy  of  exj; 
"  those  who  were  in  any  degree  of  this  character. 
"  One  Sunday,  when  passing  by  a  Glassite  meet- 
"•  ing-house,  he  heard  the  congregation  praising 
"  the  Lord  with  ail  their  might  ;  and  knowing 
"  somewhat  of  their  evening  practice  of  love 
"  feasts,  &c.  he  placed  himself  on  a  stone  adjom- 
"  ing  the  house,  took  a  slip  of  paper  and  pencil 
"from  his  pocket,  and  wrote  some  lines,  in  imi- 
"  tation  of  their  canting  jargon,  which  he  care- 
'*  fully  folded  up,  and  threw  in  at  an  open  \vin- 
"  dow  to  those  assembled.  During  Mr  Fergus- 
"  son's  expeditions  to  the  country  (of  which  he 
"  was  very  fond,)  he  was  daily  engaged  in  some 
"  harmless  frolic  or  liumcurons  adventure.  One 
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«  day  he  somehow  procured  a  sailor's  habit  of  the 
"  coarsest  kind,  in  which  he  dressed  himself;  and, 
".with  a  huge  stick  in  his  hand,  he  visited  a  great 
<(  number  of  his  acquaintances.  lie  was  so  efFec- 
"  tually  disguised,  that  few  or  none  of  them 
"  knew  him  ;  and,  hy  acquainting  many  of  them 
"  with  some  of  their  former  transactions  and  con- 
"  duct,  he  so  much  surprised  them,  that  they  im- 
"  puted  his  knowledge  to  divination.  By  this 
"  means  he  procured  from  many  of  them  such  a 
"  fund  of  information,  as  enabled  him  to  give 
\l  them  a  greater  surprise,  when  he  resumed  the 
ff  genuine  character  of  Hobby  Fergussson.  For 
(<  in  the  sailor's  habit,  he  informed  them  of  many 
«  frailties  and  failhigs,  that  they  imagined  impos- 
fc  sible  for  one  of  his  appearance  to  know ;  and 
"  in  the  habit  of  Hobby  Fergusson,  he  divulged 
"  many  things  which  they  believed  none  but  the 
ct  ragged  sailor  was  acquainted  with." 
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These  youthful  frolics  were  not  in  themselves 
worthy  of  much  disapprobation:  some  of  them,  on 
the  contrary,  gave  a  favourable  view  of  his  cha 
racter,  and  indicate  a  happy  union  of  cheerfulness 
and  benevolence.  They,  however,  were  too  of 
ten  connected  with  circumstances  of  a  nature  in 
auspicious  to  the  future  welfare  of  youthful  geni 
us,  and  frequently  the  means  of  introducing  him 
to  scenes  of  the  most  pernicious  influence. 

It  were  an  unpleasant  and  invidious  task  to  ex 
hibit  a  full  narrative  of  the  dissipated  scenes  in 
which  Fergusson  mingled.  They  were  too  nu* 
raerous  to  admit  of  being  particularly  detailed, 
and  too  much  alike,  in  their  disgusting  features, 
to  afford  any  gratifications  to  the  admirers  of  vir 
tue  and  the  friends  of  genius.  The  censorious 
might,  indeed,  find  ample  room  for  the  indulgence 
of  their  spleen,  and  the  illiterate  might  triumph 
over  the  ruins  of  dishonoured  talents  and  learning; 
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but  it  is  not  to  such  men  that  a  consideration  of 
Fergusson's  life  can  be  useful.  It  is  to  such  as 
stand  in  circumstances  similar  to  those  in  which 
he  was  placed,  that  his  errors  speak  from  the 
grave  with  a  voice  of  thunder.  No  man  in  the 
outset  of  life  can  survey  the  life  of  Robert  Fergus- 
son,  without  shuddering  at  the  practices  which 
sullied  his  -existence ;  or  consider  his  latter  end, 
without  sympathising  in  the  horrors  which  con 
ducted  him  to  the  tomb. 

The  fashionable  practices  of  society  in  this  part 
of  the  world,  are  perhaps  the  most  fruitful  sour 
ces  from  whence  our  countrymen  derive  their  mit 
sery  and  their  vice.  Compared  with  these  caus 
es  of  wretchedness,  the  natural  evils  of  existence, 
and  the  disadvantages  of  social  condition,  are  as 
dust  in  the  balance.  Among  others,  the  evils  of 
conviviality  are  immensely  pernicious.  In  many 
VOL.  I.  G 
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cases,  business  cannot  be  transacted,  but  over  the 
glass :  the  desirable  intercourse  of  life,  and  the 
pleasures  of  hospitality,  are  thought  by  many  to 
be  unattainable,  except  in  the  gratification  of  in 
temperance.  No  man  can  avoid  giving  a  sanc 
tion  in  a  greater  or  less  degree  to  such  habits,  by 
his  practice,  however  much  he  may  disapprove  of 
them  in  the  abstract,  unless,  indeed,  he  is  ready 
to  incur  the  charge  of  singularity  and  affectation, 
or  chooses  to  relinquish  all  the  charms  of  social 
intercourse.  Wisdom,  however,  is  manifested  in 
the  discreet  use  of  intoxicating  beverage.  Under 
its  influence,  the  most  delicate  sensibility,  the 
most  rigid  virtue,  and  inflexible  firmness,  cannot 
preserve  a  man  from  folly  and  from  crime.  In 
the  gay  season  of  youth,  its  power  is  doubly  bale 
ful.  Fergusson  is  a  striking  example.  His  un 
derstanding  was  powerful ;  his  heart  generous,  e- 
xeti  to  weakness  ;  his  feelings  delicate,  elevated, 
honourable;  his  mind  ardently  glowed  with  the 
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iublime  emotions  of  religion  :  yet  in  the  midst  of 
the  scenes  of  dissipation  to  which  he  was  exposed, 
and  in  which  he  was  admirably  calculated  to  shine, 
his  best  qualities  were  humbled  in  the  dust.  Urg 
ed  by  the  maddening  draught,  prudence,  reason, 
principle,  all  fell  prostrate  before  the  potent  poi 
son  :  he  indulged  in  the  gratification  of  animal 
passion,  until  his  hapless  career  was  closed  in  mad-1 
ness. 

While  his  physical  system  was  under  the  infill* 
ence  of  medicine,  for  his  recovery  from  the  conse^ 
quences  of  ebriety  and  folly,  he  was  unfortunate* 
]y  enticed  to  accompany  some  gentlemen,  who 
were  interested  in  an  election  business,  to  one  of 
the  eastern  counties  of  Scotland.  On  this  expe* 
dition  he  was  much  exposed  to  the  riotous  enjoy 
ments  incident  to  such  occasions  ;  and  these,  in 
conjunction  with  his  disordered  health,  produced 
*  feverishness  and  decrepitude  of  mind  amounting 
nearly  to  insanity. 
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In  stating  these  particulars,  I  only  adhere  to  a 
resolution,  which  I  formed  at  the  time  I  thought 
of  writing  these  pages,  of  suppressing  no  circum 
stance  in  the  life  of  Robert  Fergusson,  that  tend 
ed,  in  any  degree,  to  illustrate  his  real  character. 
It  is  my  decided  purpose,  to  tell  the  truth,  and 
all  the  truth  ;  nor,  in  my  apprehension,  does  the 
mention  of  the  fact,  now  for  the  first  time  brought 
into  view,  cast  a  stain  on  the  memory  of  Fergus- 
son,  which  cannot  be  washed  away.  I  do  not 
affect  to  vindicate  the  mode  of  behaviour  that  he 
adopted  ;  which  he  debilitated  his  body  and  im 
paired  his  intellectual  powers  :  but  I  cannot  be 
regarded  as  presumptuous,  if  I  remind  the  precise 
herd  of  mankind,  that  a  divine  Advocate,  in  be 
half  of  our  infirmities,  once  checked  the  pharasai- 
cal  sanctimony  of  noisy  virtue.  I  do  not  ask  for- 
getfulness  of  Fergusson' s  errors,  by  mentioning 
Ids  youth,  his  fire,  his  inexperience.  I  do  not 
*peak  of  his  merits  and  his  misfortunes,  as  an  a- 
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pology  for  his  follies.  I  cannot  paint  the  delu 
sions  of  hope  and  the  rackings  of  disappointed 
ambition.  But  I  call  upon  the  censorious,  and 
even  the  sincerely  virtuous,  to  search  their  own 
bosoms,  to  examine  their  own  feelings  and  temp 
tations,  and  to  review  their  own  conduct.  If  in 
this  process  they  can  find  no  ground  of  self  dis 
approbation,  no  trace  of  error,  no  instance  of  in 
temperance  or  misconduct,  then  shall  I  silently 
hear  their  exultations  over  the  venial  transgres 
sions  of  Fergusson.  But  if  they  recollect  any 
manifestations  of  human  weakness  in  their  own 
conduct,  let  them  be  satisfied  with  the  obscurity 
of  their  vices,  and  not  trample  with  puritanic 
pride  upon  that  dust  which  Robert  Burns  has 
embalmed  with  his  tears. 

The  state  of  Fergusson's  mind,  during  this 
gloomy  period  of  his  existence,  demands  peculiar 
attention,  ere  we  trace  him  to  the  close  of  his 
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short  career.  It  will  be  recollected,  that  Fergus- 
son  received  a  religious  education.  He  had  also 
been  taught  to  assent  to  the  peculiar  doctrines  of 
the  Scotch  church.  There  can  be  no  doubt  too, 
that  lue  felt  the  "  compunctious  visitings"  of  re 
morse,  amid  the  scenes  of  riot  in  which  he  so  of 
ten  took  apart:  for  the  same  ardour  of  mind 
which  plunges  a  youth  into  the  most  extravagant 
licentiousness,  is  perhaps  the  best  and  most  cer 
tain  remedy  for  the  evils  which  spring  from  it,  if 
indeed  these  evils  can  be  remedied.  The  constr- 
tution  of  mind  and  of  body,  which  feels,  with 
most  vivid  delight,  the  mad  rapture  of  voluptu 
ousness,  will  also  suffer  the  gnawings  of  remorse 
with  a  keener  anguish,  a  more  efficacious  regret, 
than  can  possibly  take  place  in  the  tame,  cauti 
ous,  methodical  debauchee.  There  is  the  best 
reason  to  believe,  that  superstitious  horror,  and 
wounded  sensibility,  co-operated  in  making  Fer- 
gupson  retire  from  the  haunts  of  profligacy,  and 
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meditate,  with  a  gloomy  despondency,  on  the  er 
rors  of  his  life.  Whatever  was  the  cause,  the 
effect  is  certain  :  For  a  considerable  time*  before 
his  death,  he  laboured  under  the  afflicting  mala 
dy  of  religious,  or  rather  superstitious  horror. 
Various  particulars  have  been  mentioned,  as  the 
immediate  fore-runners  of  this  state  of  mind.  I 
will  not  load  my  narrative  with  animadversions 
on  the  different  accounts  which  have  been  given 
of  the  matter,  but  state  what  I  am  persuaded  is 
most  consistent  with  the  truth,  from  a  compari 
son  of  those  accounts,  and  from  the  information 
which  I  have  received  through  a  gentleman  well 
acquainted  with  Fergusson,  who,  indeed,  must 
be  regarded,  as  in  this  instance,  the  delineator  of 
his  own  feelings  and  condition. 

"  In  the  month  of  December,  1 773  (says  this 

"  gentleman  to  whom  I  allude),  I  met  with  Mr. 

"*'  Ferguason  in  Edinburgh,  seemingly  in  good 
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4f  health,  though  I  observed  him  to  be  more  seri- 
"  ous  and  thoughtful  than  formerly  :  and  in  the 
ef  month  of  March  succeeding,  I  also  met  with 
<e  him.  He  was  then  very  poorly,  and,  in  the 
*e  course  of  a  long  walk,  he  freely  communicated 
"  the  state  of  his  mind,  and  also  the  situation  he 
"  had  been  in  for  some  time."  The  substance  of 
that  conversation  is  partly  given  in  the  preceding 
pages,  being  a  detail  of  the  circumstances  con 
nected  with  the  unfortunate  complaint  with  which 
Fergusson  was  afflicted,  and  his  account  of  the 
electioneering  excesses  in  which  he  had  partaken. 
He  imputed  the  decayed  state  of  his  body  to 
these  circumstances,  and  said,  he  was  afraid,  that 
not  this  consequence  alone  had  also  affected  his 
head.  He  seemed,  indeed,  to  be  quite  aware  that 
his  mind  was  in  disorder,  and  he  anticipated,  with 
terror,  the  confinement  in  a  mad-house,  which  he 
foresaw  would  be  unavoidable. 
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He  also  introduced  the  Christian  Religion,  and 
conversed  with  much  earnestness  on  some  of  its 
fundamental  doctrines.      Upon   a  particular  oc 
casion,  which  he  specified,  he  said  a  Mr.  Ferrier, 
at  or  near  St.  Andrew's,  had  alarmed  and  rather 
displeased  him,  by  maintaining  what  are  usually 
denominated  the  orthodox    tenets  of  our  Scotch 
creeds  :  and  Fergusson  appeared  to  differ,  in  a 
very  considerable  degree,  from  the  commonly  re 
ceived  notions  on  these  subjects.     He  did  not 
seem  to  be  satisfied  of  the  necessity  of  the  fall  of 
man,  and  of  a  mediatorial  sacrifice  for  human  in 
iquity  j    and    he    questioned,    with    considerable 
boldness,   the  consistency  of  such  doctrines,  with 
the  attributes  of  divine   wisdom   and  goodness. 
At  the  same  time,  however,  he  confessed  the  im 
perfect  nature  of  human  intellect,   and  the  unfa 
thomable  depth  of  all  such  enquiries.     This  is 
the  only  gleam  of  infidelity  which  ever  seem*  tt 
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have  diminished  the  fearful  gloom  of  superstitious 
terror  :  no  consoling  rays  of  genuine  religion 
charmed  his  bosom  j  no  sounds  of  peace  gladden 
ed  his  heart,  and  enabled  him  to  sustain,  with 
fortitude  and  calmness,  the  sorrows  which  op 
pressed  him.  He  anticipated  "  the  last  peal  of 
the  thunder  of  heaven"  as  the  voice  of  Eternal 
Vengeance  speaking  in  wrath,  and  consigning 
him  to  irremediable  perdition.  Fergussonys  reli 
gion,  at  this  time,  was  the  religion  of  a  man  in 
despair.  His  infidelity  was  a  burst  of  fancy,  and 
the  melancholy  effort  of  freezing  energy  of  rea- 
*on,  which  enabled  him  to  hope  for  peace  in  the 
gulph  of  annihilation,  when  that  of  eternal  tor 
ture  seemed  yawning  to  receive  him. 

It  has  been  said  by  some  of  his  biographers, 
that  the  religious  despondency  which  afflicted 
Fergusson,  arose  from  a  conversation  with  the 
late  Reverend  Mr,  John  Brown  of  Haddingten— = 
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a  man  eminent  for  his  acquaintance  with  sacred 
literature,  and  for  the  laborious  and  zealous  ap 
plication  of  his  knowledge,  in  the  discharge  of  his 
pastoral  functions.  The  whole  amount  of  this- 
story  is  as  follows  : 


Mr.  Brown,  when  taking  a  walk  in 
ton  church-yard,  met  with  a  disconsolate  gentle 
man,  whom  he  did  not  knew,  walking  in  the 
same  place.  Having  met,  they  accosted  one  an 
other  ;  and  Mr.  Brown  took  occasion,  from  the 
nature  of  the  place,  to  make  a  few  remarks  on 
the  mortality  of  man  —  observing,  that  in  a  short 
time  they  would  be  soon  laid  in  the  dust,  and 
that,  therefore,  it  was  wise  to  prepare  for  eterni 
ty.  The  conversation  did  not  last  above  three 
or  four  minutes,  and  was  not  considered,  by  Mr. 
Brown,  at  least,  as  of  much  importance.  This 
disconsolate  gentleman,  it  seems,  was  Fergusson; 
and  the  above  rencounter  happened,  it  is  believed;, 
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in  1772,  although  the  precise  period  does  not 
seem  to  be  perfectly  known.  A  very  trifling 
circumstance  will,  in  particular  situations,  and 
states  of  the  wind,  produce  extraordinary  conse 
quences.  There  is,  however,  little  evidence, 
that  Fergusson  was  so  suddenly  awakened  to  a 
sense  of  mortality,  and  so  deeply  impressed  with 
anxiety  about  a  future  existence,  by  this  occur 
rence,  as  has  been  supposed.  He  must  have 
heard  the  same  truths  resounded  in  his  ears  a 
thousand  times  before ;  and  we  may  safely  con 
clude,  that  the  impressions  which  it  made  on  his 
mind  was  very  trifling,  since  even  his  daily  asso 
ciates  never  discovered  any  alteration  in  the  tone 
of  his  feelings.  The  truth  upon  this  point  seems 
to  be,  that  a  variety  of  circumstances,  at  the 
same  period,  contributed  to  excite  his  supersti 
tious  melancholy.  His  injudicious  conduct  en 
feebled  his  body  ;  his  consciousness  of  error  must 
been  as  vivid  as  his  ardour  in  the  pursuit  of 
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licentious  pleasure  was  extreme  ;  and  these  cau 
ses,  in  combination  with  the  power  of  early  as 
sociations,  and  the  arousing  circumstances  which 
are  known  to  have  existed,  co-operated  for  the 
production  of  that  state  of  mind  which  we  are 
now  contemplating. 

The  crisis  of  Fergusson's  fate  now  approached. 
A  short  interval  of  tranquillity  occurred,  and  en 
abled  him  once  more  to  mingle  in  the  social  riot. 
On  one  occasion,  as  he  was  going  home,  he  fell 
from  a  stair-case,  and  received  a  violent  contusion 
on  the  head.  When  carried  to  his  mother's  house, 
he  could  give  no  account  of  the  manner  in  which 
the  accident  had  befallen  him,  and  seemed  totally 
insensible  of  his  deplorable  condition,  He  soon 
arrived  at  a  state  of  the  most  frantic  madness. 
His  situation  v,  as  humiliating  to  the  pride  of 
human  genius.  He  lay  stretched  on  a  humble 
bed,  surrounded  with  the  appaling  insignia  of  a 
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lunatic  asylum.  The  smile  of  complacency,  and 
generosity,  and  worth,  which  was  wont  to  ani 
mate  his  countenance,  had  given  place  to  the 
haggard  wildness  of  aspect  which  distinguishes 
the  maniac.  Fergusson,  in  the  humbled  state  to 
which  he  was  now  reduced,  frequently  sang  with 
a  pathos  and  tenderness  of  expression  which  he 
never  surpassed  in  the  happiest  moments  of  his 
convivial  brilliancy :  in  particular,  he  chnuntcd 
""  The  Birks  of  Invermay"  with  such  exquisite 
melody,  that  those  who  heard  the  notes  can  no 
ver  forget,  the  sound. 

The  pecuniary  circumstances  of  Mrs.  Fergus- 
son  were  so  limited,  and  the  means  or  inclination 
of  her  son's  reputed  friends  so  circumscribed, 
that  it  was  found  necessary  to  remove  him  to  the 
public  asylum,  for  the  reception  of  persons  in  his 
situation.  This  was  an  unfortunate  necessity 
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for  Fergusson.  By  a  judicious  attention  to  his 
disordered  mind,  it  might  have  been  healed,  and 
restored  to  the  world  :  for  his  madness  was  not 
constitutional  insanity,  hut  the  result  of  high 
sensibility,  wounded  and  exasperated  hy  disease 
and  misfortune. 

A  deception,  cruel  and  barbarous  in  the  ex 
treme,  and  unjustifiable  upon  any  ground  of  ex 
pedience  or  necessity,  was  practised  for  his  re 
moval  to  the  asylum.  A  few  of  his  most  inti 
mate  associates  pretended  that  they  wished  him 
to  go  on  a  visit  to  an  acquaintance  ;  and  having 
got  him  placed  in  a  sedan  chair,  they  conducted 
him  to  the  asylum.  He  soon  discovered  the 
place  to  which  he  was  consigned,  and  uttered  a 
scream  of  horror  and  despair,  which  was  re 
echoed  by  the  commingled  yellings  of  this  man 
sion  of  wretchedness. 
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The  circumstances  attending  Ferg:; 
flnement,  are  so  briefly  and  s;>  :?.f.ed- 

by  Mr.  Irving  and  Mr.  Sommers,  that  I  cannot 
present  them  to  the  reader  more  completely,  than 
by  transcribing  a  few  passages  of  their  respec 
tive  memoirs. 

."  During  the  first  night  of  his  confinement 
"  (says  Mr.  Sommers)  he  slept  none  ;  and  when 
<(  the  keeper  visited  him  in  the  morning,  he 
"  found  him  walking  along  the  stone  floor  of  his 
<f  cell,  with  his  arms  folded,  and  in  sullen  sadness 
(f  uttering  not  a  word.  After  some  minutes  si- 
"  lence,  he  clapped  his  right  hand  on  his  fore- 
<e  head,  and  complained  much  of  pain.  He 
<c  asked  the  keeper,  who  brought  him  there  ?  he 
"  answered,  Friends. — Yes,  friends,  indeed,  re- 
"  plied  Robert,  they  think  I  am  too  wicked  to 
"  live,  but  you  will  soon  see  me  a  shining  and  a 
*'  burning  light.  You  have  been  so  already,  ob- 


ROBERT  FERGUSSON,  65 


THE  SCOTTISH  POET. 


ff  served  the  keeper.  You  mistake  me,  said  the 
"  Poet  :  I  mean  you  shall  see  and  hear  of  me  as 
"  a  bright  Minister  of  the  gospel  !" 

Mr  Irving  tells  us,  that  t:  when  he  was  after* 
"  wards  visited  by  his  mother  and  elder  mister,  his 
<!  phrensy  had  almost  entirely  subsided.  He  had 
"  at  first  imagined  himself  a  king  or  some  other 
ff  great  personage  ;  and  adorned  his  head  with 
t(  a  crown  of  straw,  which  he  plaited  very  neatly 
.  '  '  with  his  own  hands.  The  delusion,  however, 
<e  was  now  vanished  :  upon  their  entering,  they 
"found  him  lying  in  his  cell,  to  appearance  calm 
"  and  collected.  He  told  them  he  was  sensible  of 
"  their  kindness,  and  he  hoped  he  should  soon  be 
"  in  a  condition  to  receive  their  visits.  He  also 
ce  recalled  to  their  memory  the  presentiment  which 
"  he  had  so  often  expressed,  of  his  being  at  length 
"  overwhelmed  by  this  most  dreadful  of  all  cala* 
VOL  I.  I 
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£'  mities  ;  but  endeavoured  to  comfort  them  with 
cs  assurances  of  his  being  humanely  treated  in  the 
c*  asylum.  He  entreated  his  sister  to  bring  her 
tc  work,  and  frequently  sit  by  him,  in  order  to 
«  dispel  the  gloom  that  overcast  his  mind.  To 
<f  all  this  they  could  only  answer  with  their  sighs 
"  and  tears. — When  the  keeper  entered,  and  in- 
ee  formed  them  that  it  was  time  to  depart,  he  with 
<{  great  earnestness  conjured  them  to  remain  with 
"  him  a  little  longer :  but  with  this  request  it  was 
"  not  in  their  power  to  comply.  From  his  be- 
"  haviour  during  this  interview,  his  mother  was 
ft  led  to  entertain  hopes  of  his  speedy  reco* 
«  very." 

<c  Day  after  day,  I  inquired  for  him  (says 
"  Mr  Sommers)  of  his  mother  and  younger  sis- 
-"  ter,  but  never  had  resolution  to  pay  him  a  per- 
te  send  visit.  After,  however,  nearly  two  months 
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<f  had  elapsed,  I  was  surprised  at  hearing  of  his 
"  being  still  in  his  captive  state,  and  therefore 
"  was  determined  to  give  him  a  call,  but  found 
"  that  it  was  necessary  to  obtain,  for  that  pur- 
n  pose,  an  order  in  writing  from  the  sitting  ma- 
e<  gistrate.  In  my  way  to  the  Council  chamber, 
**  to  procure  the  order,  I  met  with  Dr  John  Ait- 
te  ken,  late  physician  here  ;  I  told  him  where  I 
"  was  going,  and* for  what  purpose.  He  expressed 
"  a  wish  to  accompany  me,  as  he  knew  the  poet 
"  well.  Both  our  names  were  inserted  in  the  ma- 
' f  gistrate's  mandate  of  admission,  with  a  promise, 
"  on  the  part  of  the  Doctor,  to  report  to  the  Ma- 
"  gistrate  the  state  of  the  Poet.  We  got  imme.- 
tf  diate  access  to  the  cell,  and  found  Robert  ly-. 
"  ing  with  his  clothes  on,  stretched  upon  a  bed 
<;  of  loose  uncovered  straw.  The  moment  h« 
"  heard  my  voice,  he  instantly  arose,  got  me  in 
"  iiis  arms,  and  wept.  The  Doctor  felt  his  pulse, 
"  and  declared  it  to  be  favourable,  I  asked  the 
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twenty-fourth  year;  and  a  few  days  afterwards 
his  body  was  buried  in  the  Canongate  church 
yard.  His  grave  remained  almost  undistinguish 
ed  from  those  of  the  multitude  by  which  it  was 
surrounded,  until  Robert  Burns  appeared  in  Edin 
burgh  (1787)  to  eclipse  his  fame,  and  to  follow 
his  career.  When  he  came  to  Fergusson's  grave, 
he  uncovered  his  head,  and  kneeling  down  in  a 
transport  of  enthusiasm,  clasped  the  venerated 
clay  to  his  ardent  bosom.  He  obtained  leave 
from  the  Magistrates  of  Canongate  to  erect  a  mo 
nument  on  the  spot.  It  is  now  to  be  seen,  a 
plain,  yet  splendid,  mark  of  the  generosity  of 
Burns's  character. 

On  the  Tomb  is  engraved  the  following  Epitaph. 

"  No  sculptur'd  marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay, 
"  No  storied  urn  nor  animated  bust, 

11  This  simple  stone  directs  pale  Scotia's  way, 
"  To  pour  her  sorrows  o'er  her  Poet's  dust." 
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On  ih&  reverse  side  of  the  stone,  is  Ike  follow 
ing  Inscription  „• 

"  By  special  grant  of  the  Managers 

**  To  ROBERT  BURNS,  who  erected  this  Stone, 

*'f  This    burial  place  is  ever  to    remain    sacred 

"  to  the  memory  of 
«  ROBERT  FERGUSSON." 

If  Fcrgusson  had  lived  only  a  few  days  long 
er  than  he  did,  the  aspect  of  his  life  would  most 
probably  have  been  changed  by  the  operation  of 
circumstances  not  connected  with  barren  friend 
ships.  His  mother  had  been  enabled,  by  the  re 
ceipt  of  a  remittance  from  her  son  Henry,  to  ar 
range  her  household  in  such  a  manner  as  to  pre 
pare  for  Robert  a  comfortable  release  from  his 
dungeon.  If  her  purpose  had  been  effected,  there 
jpan  be  little  doubt  that  his  future  sanity  was  a 
probable  circumstance,  and  that  his  after  life 
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would  have  been  as  much  distinguished  for  so 
briety,  and  prudence,  as  his  youth,,  had  been  for 
jollity  and  thoughtlessness.  Ke  had  been  able 
to  ascertain  the  emptiness  of  licentious  pleasure, 
and  to  estimate  the  friendship  of  those  men  for 
whose  society  he  had  sacrificed  his  health  and 
every  thing  which  could  have  rendered  his  life 
useful  and  honourable.  Although  caressed  by 
multitudes  in  the  day  of  his  glory,  he  was  neg 
lected  when  "  shorn  of  his  beams,"  and  permit 
ted  to  expire  in  the  common  receptacle  for  the 
most  friendless  wretches  of  Society.  Many  of 
his  associates,  no  doubt,  were  disqualified,  by  their 
situations  in  life,  from  assisting  him  materially  in 
any  of  the  calamitous  events  which  befel  him ; 
but  still  Fergusson  will  stand  a  striking  example 
of  what  every  man  may  expect  in  the  hour  of 
misfortune — the  indifference  and  the  censure  of 
many  who  participated  in  his  follies,  but  who  ne 
ver  conferred  any  essential  favour  on  him.  Froip 
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this  reflection,  one  name  deserves  to  be  exempt 
ed.  A  Mr  Burnet  had  felt  such  an  attachment 
to  the  genius  and  heart  of  Fergusson,  that  upon 
hi|  settlement  in  India,  he  was  desirous  of  pro 
moting  the  interest  of  his  friend.  He  according 
ly  sent  an  invitation  to  him  to  come  over  to  In 
dia,  and,  at  the  same  time,  remitted  a  draft  for 
'£.  100,  to  defray  the  expences  of  the  outward 
voyage.  Fergusson  was  dead  ere  these  testimo 
nies  of  friendship  arrived.  If  he  had  lived  no 
longer  than  to  know  of  this  solitary  instance  of 
-disinterested  benevolence,  he  would  have  left  the 
world  with  the  satisfaction  arising  from  the  cer 
tainty  of  human  worth  ;  a  certainty  which  he 
could  scarcely  be  supposed  to  feel,  with  consola 
tory  ardour,  when  he  retraced  the  progress  of  his 
life,  and  trembled  amid  the  gloom  and  the  mise 
ries  of  a  common  mad-house. 
VOL.  I.  K 
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After  perusing  the  narrative  which  has  now 
toeen  given,  the  mind  pauses  with  involuntary  so 
lemnity,  to  contemplate  the  images  which  it  ex 
hibits.  In  Robert  Fergusson  and  his  fate,  there 
is  a  mixture  of  what  delights,  with  what  distres- 
es.  His  character,  whether  as  a  man  or  a  poet, 
displays  many  of  the  most  interesting  qualities 
of  which  human  nature  can  boast  ;  but  they  were 
blended  with  the  imperfections  which  have  too 
often  clouded  the  Brightest  effulgence  of  genius. 
Yet  his  virtues,  though  numerous,  have  been  lost 
amid  the  darkness  of  demerits,  created  by  the 
power  of  imagination. 

Mr  Irving  has  unwarily,  to  say  the  least  of  it, 
blotted  his  page  with  an  error  of  the  grossest 
kind.  He  tells  us,  in  the  earlier  editions  of  his 
memoir,  that  Fergusson's  "  dissipated  manner  of 
"  life,  had  in  a  great  measure  eradicated  all  sense 
•"  of  delicacy  or  propriety  ;"  and,  in  the  edition 
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of  1804,  we  have  the  same  assertion  somewhat 
Varied,  but  aggravated  by  the  intolerable  solem 
nity  of  the  statement.  "  His  latter  years  (says 
"  Mr  Irving)  were  wasted  in  perpetual  dissipav 
ct  tion.  The  condition  to  which  he  had  reduced 
f  himself,  prepared  him  for  grasping  at  every  ob- 
"  jtct  which  promised  a  temporary  alleviation  of 
"  his  cares ;  and  as  his  funds  were  often  in  an 
"exhausted  state,  he  at  length  had 'recourse  to 
"  mean  expedients."  Language  such  as  this,  can 
neither  be  misunderstood  nor  explained  away.  It 
pourtrays  a  bold  and  strongly  coloured  picture  of 
human  depravity,  such  as  seems  to  require  ve 
ry  decisive  evidence  of  its  truth.  But  Mr  Irving 
has  given  no  testimony—he  has  not  mentioned  a 
single  name  to  accompany  his  own  in  a  statement 
that  is  calculated  to  stamp  infamy  on  the  memo- 
ry  of  an  unfortunate  man  of  genius,  nor  has  he 
even  specified  the  facts  from  whence  his  general 
concision  seems  to  be  drawn,  J  rejoice  in  beio* 
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able  to  controvert  Mr  Irving's  affirmation.  I  am 
authorised,  by  the  concurring  testimony  of  differ 
ent  individuals  who  knew  Fergusson,  to  contra 
dict  the  assertions  of  Mr  Irving,  who  knew  him 
not*  Their  evidence,  indeed,  is  of  a  negative  kind, 
but  I  am  well  entitled  to  found  upon-  it  as  unchal- 
lengable,  until  Mr  Irving  has  substituted  possitive 
proof  in  the  stead  of  palpable  hypothesis.  That 
his,  allegation  is  a  mere  theoretical  reverie,  I  an* 
much  inclined  to  believe ;  for  I  cannot  suppose 
him  capable  of  a  deliberate  calumny.  Mr  Irving 
seems  to  imagine,  that  Fergusson  was  wicked  an<l 
mean,  because  he  was  dissipated  and  poor.  This 
is  like  the  logic  of  a  fanatical  methodist,  or  of  a 
recluse ;  but  it  is  not  the  language  of  a  man  who 
has  looked  into  the  world,  and  taken  an  accurate 
and  a  liberal  view  of  his  fellow  men.  Poverty  was 
Robert  Fergusson's  inheritance  :  his  dissipation, 
which  exceeded  not  the  common  errors  of  youth, 
arose  from  circumstances  in  which  it  never  cart 
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be  the  lot  of  many  to  be  placed  ;  for  it  arose 
from  the  attractive  charms  of  his  genius.  A  ge 
nerous  mind  will  make  allowance  for  the  fascina 
tions  of  flattery  and  the  yielding  simplicity  of 
youth,  amid  the  blandishments  of  the  world  :  ife 
will  not  regard  his  errors  as  proofs  of  his  genius; 
neither  will  it  indulge  in  contumelious  invective  ; 
but  it  will  sigh  over  the  tomb  of  Fergusson,  and 
indulge  in  those  emotions  with  which  we  survey 
magnificence  in  disorder  and  in  ruin. 

In  the  domestic  relations  of  life-,  Fcrgusson's 
conduct  was  exemplary,  as  far  as  his  convivial  ir 
regularity  admitted.  Indeed,  it  would  have  been 
unexceptionable,  had  not  these  distracted  the  be 
nevolent  tendencies  of  his  disposition,  and  led  him 
to  waste  on  the  idle  and  dissipated,  those  affec 
tions  which  would  have  added  a  bright  ray  of 
sunshine  to  his  existence,  had  their  influence  been 
confined  within  the  range  of  domestic  duties  and 
enjoyment. 
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The  personal  appearance  of  Fergussen  is  de 
scribed  as  interesting  and  genteel,  although  not 
peculiarly  handsome.  The  only  picture  ever 
made  of  him,  was  by  the  celebrated  Runciman, 
in  the  character  of  the  Prodigal  Son.  The  paint 
ing  was  excellent,  and  the  countenance  bore  a 
striking  resemblance  to  that  of  Fergusson  :  it 
was  exhibited  at  the  Royal  Institution  in  London, 
and  afterwards  sold  at  a  considerable  price  ;  but 
it  is  not  known  by  whom  it  was  purchased,  nor 
if  it  be  still  in  existence.  Like  most  men  of  sense, 
Fergusson  despised  the  trappings  of  dress  ;  and 
like  many  men  of  genius,  he  laughed  at  those 
who  made  the  form  of  their  habiiernents  an  object 
of  deep  importance. 

It  has  been  a  common  practice  among  the  bio 
graphers  of  literary  men,  and  particularly  of  poets., 
to  interweave  the  history  of  their  writings  with 
that  of  their  lives,  and  to  connect  critical  discjui- 
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aition  with  the  details  of  fact.  It  Is  impossible, 
however,  to  exhibit  any  chronological  account  of 
the  composition  or  publication  of  Fcrgusson's 
poems  :  the  greater  number  of  them  were  origi 
nally  published  in  Ruddiman's  Weekly  Magazine, 
and  first  collected  by  himself,  into  a  small  volume, 
in  1773.  After  his  death,  a  fuller  edition,  com 
prising  several  posthumous  pieces,  was  published; 
and  since  that  time  they  have  passed  through  a 
nameless  variety  of  editions.  The  public  voice 
has  already  given  its  decision  in  favour  of  tha 
poetic  talent  of  Fergusson ,  I  cannot  recommend 
the  beauties  of  his  poems  more  powerfully  than 
by  presenting  them  for  perusal :  their  blemishes 
are  now  sacred  from  criticism.;  for  it  cannot  re 
move  them.  I  at  least  feel  no  disposition  to 
commence  critic,  but  shall  merely  exercise  the 
privilege  of  a  biographer,  in  briefly  delineating 
what  I  conceive  to  be  the  peculiar  qualities  of* 
.his  genius  and  compositions. 
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Every  circumstance  of  Fergusson's  life  indi 
cates  that  ardent  and  susceptible  temperament  of 
constitution,  which  is  perhaps  the  only  ingredient 
of  the  poetic  mind  that  is  the  gift  of  nature.  By 
the  education  which  he  received,  his  natural  sen 
sibility  seems  to  have  been  modified  into  the  mor 
bid  refinement  which  is  necessary  for  the  creation 
of  a  poet— that  delicacy  of  feeling  which  makes 
every  surrounding  object  affect  the  mind  in  the 
way  that  leads  to  the  various  excellencies  of 
poetry.  Butler  must  have  been  peculiarly  alive 
to  the  impressions  of  the  grotesque  and  the  ludi 
crous,  before  he  could  have  written  Hudibras  : 
Pope  or  Churchill  could  never  have  poured  out 
the  torrent  of  invective,  or  pointed  the  cutting 
irony,  unless  a  cynical  susceptibility  of  disgust 
had  characterized  their  minds ;  and  Milton,  as 
suredly,  could  never  have  ascended  to  the  subli 
mities  of  Paradise  Lost,  unless  his  heart  had  of 
ten  beat  high  with  the  conceptions  of  the  great, 
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the  awful,  and  the  magnificent.  Fergusson,  too, 
possessed  a  mental  constitution,  which  made  him 
strongly  feel  the  influence  of  the  circumstances  in 
which  he  was  placed ;  for  the  evidences  of  his 
genius  hear  the  stamp  of  a  mind  which  could  dis- 
-tinguish  and  feel  when  the  vulgar  gazed  with 
stupid  insensibility.  He  was  indeed  a  true  poet ; 
he  united  exquisite  powers  of  observation  with 
goodness  of  heart,  and  a  fancy  boundless  in  its 
range.  'He  surveyed  the  face  of  nature,  and  she 
stamped  her  image  on  his  soul.  He  looked  around 
him  on  mankind,  and  his  eye  penetrated  the  re 
cesses  of  the  human  heart.  As  a  scholar,  he 
drank  from  the  stream  of  inspiration,  in  the  hal 
lowed  source  of  ancient  poesy,  and,  in  this  respect, 
his  advantage  over  Burns  was  decisive  :  yet,  al- 
•though  his  muse  often  sports  with  equal  spright- 
Jiness  and  vivacity,  and  sometimes  soars  with  an 
elevated  sweep,  she  seldom,  like  the  mighty  genius 
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of  BurnSj  darts  impetuous  and  sublime.  Fer- 
gusson's  poems,  however,  it  must  be  remembered, 
are  now  before  the  world  with  those  imperfections 
which  arise  from  youth  and  immaturity  of  judg 
ment — from  the  temporary  purposes  which  they 
were  intended  to  serve,  and  the  irregularity  of 
the  life  during  which  they  were  written.  They 
are  to  be  regarded  rather  as  the  marks  of  genius, 
than  as  the  models  of  excellence  which  it  is  ca 
pable  of  producing.  They  are  the  "  glorious 
dawnings"  of  a  mind  which,  ere  it  enlightened 
the  world  with  its  meridian  splendour,  was  ob 
scured",  clouded,  extinguished— obscured  by  the 
accidental  humbleness  of  its  social  sphere,  cloud 
ed  by  the  misfortunes  which  hung  around  its 
mortal  condition,  and  extinguished,  by  the  dark 
ness  of  the  tomb,  in  its  flight  to  eternity. 
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PASTORAL  I.— MORNING. 

DAMON ALEXIS. 


DAMON. 

AURORA  now  her  welcome  visit  pays  ; 
Stern  Darkness  flies  before  her  cheerful  rays  ^ 
Cool  circling  breezes  whirl  along  the  air, 
And  early  shepherds  to  the  fields  repair  ; 
Lead  we  .our  flocks,  then,  to  the  mountains  brow. 
Where  junipers  and  thorny  brambles  grow  ; 
Where  founts  of  water  'midst  the  daisies  spring,. 
And  soaring  larks  and  tuneful  linnets  sing  ; 
Your  pleasing  song  shall  teach  our  flocks  to  stray,. 
While  sounding  echoes  sroopth  the  sylvan  lay. 


'88       THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF 

PASTORAL  I. MORNING. 

ALEXIS. 

'  Tis  thine  to  sing  the  graces  of  the  morn, 
The  zephyr  trembling  o'er  the  rip'ning  corn ; 
*Tis  thine  with  ease  to  chant  the  rural  lay, 
While  bubbling  fountains  to  your  numbers  play., 
No  piping  swain  that  treads  the  verdant  field, 
But  to  your  music  and  your  verse  must  yield  : 
Sing  then,— for  here  we  may  with  safety  keep 
Our  sportive  lambkins  on  this  mossy  steep. 

DAMON. 

With  ruddy  glow  the  sun  adorns  the  land, 
The  pearly  dew-drops  on  the  bushes  stand  ; 
The  lowing  oxen  from  the  folds  we  hear, 
And  snowy  flocks  upon  the  hills  appear. 

ALEXIS 

How  sweet  the  murmurs  of  the  neighbouring 

rill ! 
Sweet  are  the  slumbers  which  its  floods  distill-  J 
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Thro'  pebbly  channels  winding  as  they  run, 
And  brilliant  sparkling  to 'the  rising  sun, 

DAMON. 

Behold  Edina's  lofty  turrets  rise  ! 
Her  structures  fair  adorn  the  eastern  skies  : 
As  Pentland's  cliffs  o'ertop  yon  distant  plain, 
So  she  the  cities  on  our  north  domain. 

ALEXIS. 

Boast  not  of  cities,  or  their  lofty  tow'rs, 
Where  discord  all  her  baneful  influence  pours ; 
The  homely  cottage,  and  the  withered  tree, 
With  sweet  Content,  shall  be  preferred  by  me« 

DAMON. 

The  hemlock  dire  shall  please  the  heifer's  taste, 
Our  lands  like  wild  Arabia  be  waste, 
The  bee  forget  to  range  for  winter's  food, 
Ere  I  forsake  the  forest  and  the  flood. 
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ALEXIS. 

Ye  balmy  freezes  !  wave  the  verdant  field  ; 
Clouds !  all  your';bounties,  all  your  moisture  yield; 
That  fruits  and  herbage  may  our  farms  adorn, 
And  furrow'd  ridges  teem  with  loaded  corn. 

DAMON. 

The  year  already  hath  propitious  smil'd, 
Gentle  in  spring-tide,  and  in  summer  mild  ; 
No  cutting  blasts  have  hurt  my  tender  dams, 
No  hoary  frosts  destroyed  my  infant  lambs. 

ALEXIS. 

If  Ceres  crown  with  joy  the  bounteous  year, 
A  sacred  altar  to  her  shrine  I'll  rear ; 
A  vig'rous  ram  shall  bleed,  whose  curling  horns, 
His  woolly  neck  and  hardy  front  adorns. 

DAMON. 

Teach  me,  O  Pan  !  to  tune  the  slender  reed> 
No  fav'rite  ram  shall  at  thine  altar-s  bleed ; 
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Each  breathing  morn  thy  woodland  verse  I'll  sing, 
And  hollow  dens  shall  with  the  numbers  ring. 

ALEXIS. 

Apollo,  lend  me  thy  celestial  lyre, 
The  woods  in  concert  join  at  thy  desire  : 
At  morn,  at  noon,  at  night,  I'll  tune  the  lay, 
And  bid  fleet  Echo  bear  the  sound  away. 

DAMON. 

Sweet  are  the  breezes,  when  cool  eve  returns, 
To  lowing  herds,  when  raging  Sirius  burns : 
Not  half  so  sweetly  winds  the  breeze  along, 
As  does  the  murmur  of  your  pleasing  song. 

ALEXIS. 

To  hear  your  strains  the  cattle  spurn  their  food, 
The  feather'd  songsters  leave  their  tender  brood; 
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Around  your  seat  the  silent  lambs  advance, 
And  scrambling  he-goats  on  the  mountains  dance. 

DAMON. 

But  haste,  Alexis,  reach  yon  leafy  shade, 
Which  mantling  ivy  round  the  oaks  hath  made  ; 
There  we'll  retire,  and  list  the  warbling  note 
That  flows  melodious  from  the  blackbird's  throat; 
Your  easy  numbers  shall  his  songs  inspire, 
And  ev'ry  warbler  join  the  general  choir. 


PASTORAL  II.— NOON, 


CORYDON — TIMANTHES. 


6CRYDON. 

.I  HE  sun  the  summit  of  his  orb  hath 
No  flecker'd  clouds  his  azure  path  hath  stain'd^.  , 
Our  pregnant  ewes  around  us  cease  to  graze, 
Stung  with  the  keenness  of  his  sultry  rays  ; 
The  weary  bullock  from  the  yoke  is  led, 
And  youthful  shepherds  from  the  plains  are- fleet •• 
To  dusky  shades,  where  scarce  a  glimm'ring  ray- 
Can  dart  its  lustre  thro'  the  leafy  spray. 
Yon  cooling  riv'let  where  the  waters  gleam. 
Where  springing  flow'rs  adorn  the  limpid  stream* 
1'ivites  us  where  the  drooping  willow  grows, 
To  guide  our  flocks,  and  take  a  cool  repose. 

TIMANTHES. 

To  thy  advice  a  grateful  ear  I'll  lend,, 
The  shades  I'll  court  where  slender  osiers  lend  ; 
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Our  weanings,  young  shall  crop  the  rising  flow*!. 
While  we  retire  to  yon  twining  bow'r ; 
The  woods  shall  echo  back  thy  cheerful  strains, 
Admir'd  by  all  our  Caledonian  swains. 

GORYDON. 

There  have  I  oft  with  gentle  Delia  stray'd, 
Amidst  th'  embowering  solitary  shade  ; 
Before  the  gods  to  thwart  my  wishes  strove, 
By  blasting  ev'ry  pleasing  glimpse  of  love  ; 
For  Delia  wanders  o'er  the  Anglian  plains, 
Where  civil  discord  and  sedition  reigns. 
There  Scotia's  sons  in  odious  light  appear, 
Tho'  we  for  them  have  wav'd  the  hostile  spear  ; 
For  them  my  sire,  enwrap'd  in  curdled  gore, 
Breath'd  his  last  moments  on  a  foreign  shore. 

TIMANTHES. 

Six  lunar  months,  my  friend,  will  soon  expire, 
And  she  return  to  crown  your  fond  desire^ 
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For  her  O  rack  not  your  desponding  mind ! 

In  Delia's  breast  a  gen'rous  flame's  confin'd, 

That  burns  for  Corydon,  whose  piping  lay 

Hath  caus'd  the  tedious  moments  steal  away  : 

Whose  strains  melodious  mov'd  the  falling  floods 

To  whisper  Delia  to  the  rising  woods. 

O  !  if  your  sighs  could  aid  the  floating  gales, 

That  favourably  swell  their  lofty  sails, 

Ne'er  should  your  sobs  their  rapid  flight  give  o'er 

Till  Delia's  presence  grac'd  our  northern,  shore, 

CORYDQN. 

Though  Delia  greet  my  love,  I  sigh  in  vain, 
Such  joy  unbounded  can  I  ne'er  obtain. 
£Ier  sire  a  thousand  fleeces  numbers  o'er, 
And  grassy  hills  increase  his  milky  store  ; 
While  the  weak  fences  of  a  scanty  fold 
Will  all  my  sheep  and  fatt'ning  lambkins  hold 
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TIMANTHES. 

Ah,  hapless  youth  !  although  the  early  muse 
Painted  her  semblance  on  thy  youthful  brows  ; 
Tho'  she  with  laurels  twin'd  thy  temples  round, 
And  in  thy  ear  distill'd  the  magic  sound  ; 
A  pheerless  poverty  attends  thy  woes, 
Y0ur  song  melodious  unrewarded  flows, 

CORYDON. 

Thiijk  not,  Timanthes,  that  for  wealth  I  pine, 
Tho'  all  the  fates  to:  make  me  poor  combine  ; 
Tay  bounding  o'er  his  banks  with  awful  sway, 
Bore  all  my  corn  and  all  my  flecks  away. 
Of  Jove's  dread  precepts  did  I  e'er  complain  r 
'Ere  curse  the  rapid  flood  or  dashing  rain  ? 
Ey'n  now  I  sigh  not  for  my  former  store, 
But  wish  the  Gods  had  destin'd  Delia  poor,-  . 

TIMANTHES. 

'Tis  joy,  my  friend,  to  think  I  can  repay 
The  loss  you 'bore  by  Autumn's  rigid  sway,.  . 
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Yon  fertile  meadow  where  the  daises  spring 
Shall  yearly  pasture  to  your  heifer's  bring: 
Your  flock  with  mine  shall  on  yon  mountain  feed, 
Cheer'd  by  trie  warbling  of  your  tuneful  reed: 
No  more  shall  Delia's  ever-fretful  sire 
Against  your  hopes  and  ardent- love  conspire. 
Rous'd  by  her  smiles  you'll  tune  the  happy  lay, 
While  hills  responsive  waft  your  songs  away. 

GORYDON. 

May  plenteous  crops  your  irksome  labour  crown 
May  hoodwink'd  fortune  cease  her  envious  frown^ 
May  riches  still  increase  with  growing  years  ? 
Your  flocks  be  numerous  as  your  silver  hairs. 

TIMANTHES. 

But  lo !  the  heats  invite  us  at  our  ease 
To  court  the  twining  shades  and  cooling  breeze  J 
Our  languid  joints  we'll  peaceably  recline, 
Arid  'midst  the  flowers  and  opening  blossoms  dine. 


PASTORAL  III.— NIGHT. 


AMYNTAS— FLORELLUS. 


AMYNTAS. 

W  HILE  yet  grey  Twilight  does  his  empire  hold, 
Drive  all  our  heifers  to  the  peaceful  fold. 
With  sullied  wing  grim  Darkness  soars  along, 
And  larks  to  nightingales  resign  the  song : 
The  weary  ploughman  flies  the  waving  fields, 
To  taste  what  fare  his  humble  cottage  yielcls ; 
As  bees,  that  daily  thro'  the  meadows  roam, 
Feed  on  the  sweets  they  have  prepar'd  at  home. 

FLORELLUS. 

The  grassy  meads  that  smil'd  serenely  gay, 
Cheer 'd  by  the  ever-burning  lamp  of  day, 
In  dusky  hue  attir'd,  are  cramp'd  with  colds, 
And  springing  flow'rets  shut  their  crimson  folds. 
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AMYNTAS. 

What  awful  silence  reigns  thro'out  the  shade  ! 
The  peaceful  olive  bends  his  drooping  head ; 
No  sound  is  heard  o'er  all  the  gloomy  maze ; 
Wide  o'er  the  deep  the  fiery  meteors  blaze. 

FLORELLUS. 

The  west,  yet  ting'd  with  Sol's  effulgent  ray, 
With  feeble  light  illumes  our  homeward  way  ; 
The  glowing  stars  with  keener  lustre  burn, 
While  round  the  earth  their  glowing  axles  turn, 

AMYNTAS. 

What  mighty  power  conducts  the  stars  on  high! 
Who  bids  these  comets  thro*  our  system  fly  ! 
Who  wafts  the  lightning  to  the  icy  pole, 
And  thro'  our  regions  bids  the  thunders  roll-? 
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FLORELLUS. 

But    say,  what  mightier  pow'r  from    nought 

could  raise 

The  earth,  the  sun,  and  all  that  fiery  maze 
Of  distant  stars  that  gild  the  azure  sky, 
And  thro*  the  void  in  settled  orbits  fly  ? 

AMYNTAS. 

That  righteousPow'r,  before  whose  heav'nly  eye 
The  stars  are  nothing,  and  the  planets  die ; 
Whose  breath  divine  supports  our  mortal  frame ; 
'Who  made  the  lion  wild  and  lambkin  tame. 

FLORELLU5, 

At  His  command  the  bounteous  Spring  returns ; 
Hot  Summer  raging  o'er  th'  Atlantic,  burns  ; 
The  yellow  Autumn  crowns  our  sultry  toil ; 
And  Winter's  snows  prepare  the  cumbrous  soil- 
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By  Him  the  morning  darts  his  purple  ray  ; 
To  Him  the  birds  their  early  homage  pay  ; 
With  vocal  harmony  the  meadows  ring, 
While  swains  in  concert  heav'nly  praises  sing* 

FtORELLUS. 

Sway'dby  his  wordj  the  nutrient  dews  descend;, 
And  growing  pastures  to  the  moisture  bend  ; 
The  vernal  blossoms  sip  his  falliflg  showers  ; 
The  meads  are  garnish'd  with  his  opening-flowers. 

AMYNTAS. 

For  man,  the  object  of  his  chiefest  care/ 
Fowls  he  hath  formed  to  wing  the  ambient  air : 
For  him  the  steer  his  lusty  neck  doth  bend ; 
Fishes  for  liiw  their  scaly  fins  extend. 
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FLORELLUS. 

Wide  o'er  the  orient  sky  the  moon  appears, 
A  foe  to  Darkness  and  his  idle  fears  ; 
Around  her  orb  the  stars  in  clusters  shine, 
And  distant  planets  'tend  her  silver  shrine^ 

AMYNTAS. 

Hush'd  are  the  busy  numbers  of  the  day  ; 
On  downy  couch  they  sleep  their  hours  away. 
Hail,  balmy  sleep,  that  soothes  the  troubled  mind ! 
Lock'd  in  thy  arms,  our  cares  a  refuge  find. 
Oft  do  you  tempt  us  with  delusive  dreams, 
When  wildering  Fancy  darts  her  dazzling  beams, 
Asleep,  the  loyer  with  his  mistress  strays  • 
Thro'  lonely  thickets  and  untrodden  ways  ; 
But  when  pale  Cynthia's  sable  empire's  fled, 
And  hovering  slumbers  shun  the  morning  bed, 
Rous  M  by  the  dawn,  he  wakes  with  frequent  sigh,. 
And  all  his  flattering  visions  quickly  fly. 
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FLORELLUS. 

Now  owls  and  bats  infest  the  midnight  scene: 
Dire  snakes  envenom'd  twine  along  the  green  ; 
Forsook  by  man  the  rivers  mourning  glide, 
And  groaning  echoes  swell  the  noisy  tide ; 
Straight  to  our  cottage  let  us  bend  our  way ; 
My  drowsy  powers  confess  sleep's  magic  sway. 
Easy  and  calm  upon  our  couch  we'll  lie, 
While  sweet  reviving   slumbers  round  our  pil 
lows  fly. 


THE  COMPLAINT. 


A-PASTORAL. 


i^*4  EAR  the  heart  of  a  fair-  spreading 
Whose  foliage  shaded  the  green, 

A  shepherd,  repining  at  love, 

In  anguish  was  heard  to  complain.— 


"  O  Cupid  !  thou  wanton  young  boy  ! 

"  Since,  with  thy  invisible  dart, 
l{  Thou  hast  robb'd  a  fon_d  youth  of  his  joy 

te  In  return  grant  the  wish  of  his  heart. 

'•'  Send  a  shaft  so  severe  from  thy  bow, 
"  (His  pining,  his  sighs,  to  remove,) 

"  That  Stella,  on<:e  wounded,  may  know 
u  Haw  keen  are  the  arrows  of  love, 


ROBERT  FERGUSSON. 


THE   COMPLAINT. 


"  No  swain  once  so  happy  as  I, 

"  Nor  tun'd  with  more  pleasure  the  reed  ; 
t(  My  breast  never  vented  a  sigh, 

"  Till  Stella  approach'd  the  gay  mead. 

te  With  mirth,  with  contentment  endow'd, 
<e  My  hours  they  flew  wantonly  by ; 

~*f  I  sought  no  repose  in  the  wood, 

"  Nor  from  my  few  sheep  would  I  fly. 

H 

<e  Now  my  reed  I  have  carelessly  broke ; 

"Its  melody  pleases  no  more: 
"  I  pay  no  regard  to  a  flock 

te  That  seldom  hath  wander'd  before. 

"  O  Stella  !  whose  beauty  so  fair 
"  Excels  the  bright  splendor  of  day, 

"  Ah  !  have  you  ho  pity  to  share 
ff  With  Damon  thus  falTn  to  decay  ? 
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"  For  you  have  I  quitted  the  plain  ; 

"  Forsaken  my  sheep  and  my  fold  : 
<e  To  you  in  dull  languor  and  pain 

"  My  tedious  moments  are  told, 

<e  For  you  hare  my  roses  grown  pale  ; 

"  They  have  faded  untimely  away  : 
"  And  will  not  such  beauty  bewail 

"  A  shepherd  thus  fall' n  to  decay. 

<e  Since  your  eyes  still  requite  me  with  scors, 
te  And  kill  with  their  merciless  ray  ; 

"  Like  a  star  at  the  dawning  of  morn, 
te  I  fall  to  their  histte  a  prey. 

' '  Some  swain  who  shall  mournfully  go 
"  To  whisper  love's  sigh  to  the  shade, 

f<  Will  haply  some  charity  shew, 
"  And  under  the  turf  se&  me  laid. 
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"  Would  my  love  but  in  pity  appear 

"  Qn  the  spot  where  he  moulds  my  cold  grave> 

*'  And  bedew  the  green  sod  with  a  tear, 
"  'Tis  all  the  remembrance  I  crave." 

To  the  sward  then  his  visage  lie  turn'd  ; 

'Twas  wan  as  the  lilies  in  May : 
Fair  Stella  may  see  him  inurn'd  ; 

He  hath  sigh'd  all  his  sorrows  away. 


VOL  L  O 


THE  DECAY  OF  FRIENDSHIP. 

A    PASTORAL    ELEGY. 

W  HEN  gold,  man's  sacred  deity,  did  smile, 
My  friends  were  plenty,  and  my  sorrows  few; 

Mirth,  love,  and  bumpers  did  my  hours  beguile, 
And  arrow'd  Cupids  round  my  slumbers  flew. 

What  shepherd  then  could  boast  more  happy  days 
My  lot  was  envied  by  each  humbler  swain ; 

Each  bard  in  smooth  eulogium  sung  my  praise, 
And  Damon  listen'd  to  the  guileful  strain.. 

Flattery,  alluring  as  the  Syren's  lay, 
And  as  deceitful  thy  enchanting  tongue, 

How  have  you  taught  my  wav'ring  mind  to  stray;, 
Charm'd  and  attracted  by  the  baneful  song  ? 

My  pleasant  cottage,  shelter' J  from  the  gale- 
Arose  with  moss,  and  rural  ivy  bound 
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And  scarce  a  flow'ret  in  my  lowly  vale, 

But  was  with  bees  of  various  colours  crowrAL 

Free  o'er  my  lands  the  neighb'ring  flocks  could 
roam  ; 

How  welcome  were  the  swains  and  flocks  to  me! 
The  shepherds  kindly  were  invited  home, 

To  chace  the  hours  in  merriment  wnd 


To  wake  emotions  in  the  youthful  mind, 

Strephon  with  voice  melodious  tun'  d  the  song; 

Fach  Sylvan  youth  the  sounding  chorus  join'd, 
Fraught  with  contentment  'midst  the  festive 
throng. 

My  clust'ring  grape  compens'd  their  magic  skill, 
The  bowl  capacious  swell'd  in  purple  tide; 

To  shepherds,  lib'ral  as  the  chrystal  rill, 

^Spontaneous  gurgling  from  the  mountain's  sk!<r, 
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But  ah  !  these  youthful  sportive  hours  are  fled  ; 

These  scenes  of  jocund  mirth  are  now  no  more;. 
No  healing  slumbers  'tend  my  humble  bed, 

No  friends  condole  the  sorrows  of  the  poor. 

And  what  avail  the  thoughts  of  former  joys  ? 

What  comfort  bring  they  in  the  adverse  hour?: 
Gan  they  the  canker-worm  of  care  destroy, 

Or  brighten  fortune's  discontented  lour  ? 

He  who  hath  long  travers'd  the  fertile  plain., 
Where  nature  in  its  fairest  vesture  smil'd, 

Will  he  not  cheerless  view  the  fairy  scene, 
When  lonely  wand'ring  o'er  the  barren  wild  ? 

For  now  pale  Poverty,  with  haggard  eye 
And  rueful  aspect,  darts  her  gloomy  ray  ; 

My  wonted  guests  their  proffer'd  aid  deny, 
And  from  the  paths  of  Damon  steal  away. 
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Thus  when  fair  Summer's  lustre  gilds  the  lawn, 
When  rip'ning  blossoms  deck  the  spreading  tree. 

The  birds  with  melody  salute  the  dawn, 

And  o'er  the  daisy  hangs  the  humming-bee. 

But  when  the  beauties  of  the  circling  year 
In  chilling  frosts  and  furious  storms  decay  ; 

No  more  the  bees  upon  the  plains  appear, 
No  more  the  warblers  hail  the  infant  day. 

To  the  lone  corner  of  some  distant  shore, 
In  dreary  devious  pilgrimage  I'll  fly, 

And  wander  pensive  where  deceit  no  more 
Shall  trace  ray  footsteps  with  a  mortal  eye. 

There  solitary  saunter  o'er  the  beach, 

And  to  the  murm'ring  surge  my  griefs  disclose  ; 

There  shall  my  voice  in  plaintive  waitings  teach 
The  hollow  caverns  to  resound  my  woes. 
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Sweet  are  the  waters  to  the  parched  tongue  ; 

Sweet  are  the  blossoms  to  the  wanton  bee  ; 
Invert  to  the  shepherd  sounds  the  lark's  shrill  son<v 

But  sweeter  far  is  solitude  to-me. 

Adieu,  ye  fields,  where  I  have  fondly  stray 'd ! 

Ye  swains,  who  once  the  fav'rite  Damon  knew  : 
Farewel,  ye  sharers  of  my  bounty's  aid  ! 

Ye  sons  of  base  Ingratitude,  adieu  !- 


• 
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AGAINST 

IREPINING  AT  FORTUNE, 

11 
HO'  in  my  narrow  bounds  of  rural  toil, 

*No  obelisk  or  splendid  column  rise  ; 
Tho'  partial  Fortune  still  averts  her  smile, 
And  views  my  labours  with  condemning  eyes. 

Yet  all  the  gorgeous  vanity  of  state 

I  can  contemplate  with  a  cool  disdain ; 
Nor  shall  the  honours  of  the  gay  and  great 
E'er  wound  my  bosom  with  an  envious  pain. 

Avails  it  aught  the  grandeur  of  their  halls, 
With  all  the  glories  of  the  pencil  hung, 

If  truth,  fair  truth !  within  th'  unhaliow'd  walls,, 
Hath  never  whisper'd  with  her  Seraph  tongue; 

Avails  it  aught,  if  music  's  gentle  lay  0 

Hath  oft  been  echo'd  by  the  sounding  dome  ; 

If  music  cannot  soothe   their  griefs  away, 
Or  change  a  wretched  to  a  happy  home  ? 
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Tho'  fortune  should  invest  them  with  her  spoils, 
And  banish  poverty  with  look  severe, 

Enlarge  their  confines,  and  decrease  their  toils, 
Ah !   what  avails  if  she  increase  their  care  ? 

Tho'  fickle  she  disclaims  my  moss-grown  cot, 

*  Nature  !  thou  look'st  with  more  impartial  eyes  ; 
Smile  thou,  fair  goddess  !  on  my  sober  lot ; 
I'll  neither  fear  her  fall,  nor  court  her  rise. 

When  early  larks  shall  cease  the  matin  song ; 

When  Philomel  at  night  resigns  her  lays ; 
When  melting  number  to  the  owl  belong, 

Then  shall  the  reed  be  silent  in  thy  praise. 

Can  he  who  with  tlie  tide  of  Fortune  sails, 
More  pleasure  from  the  sweets  of  Nature  share? 

Do  zephyrs  waft  him  more  ambrosial  gales, 
Or  do  his  groves  a  gayer  liv'ry  wear  ? 
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To  me  the  heav'ns  unveil  as  pure  a  sky; 

To  me  the  flovv'rs  as  rich  a  bloom  disclose; 
The  morning  beams  as  radiant  to  my  eye, 

And  darkness  guides  me  to  as  sweet  repose, 

If  Luxury  their  lavish  dainties  piles, 

And  still  attends  upon  their  sated  hours, 

D  oth  health  reward  them  with  her  open  smiles. 
Or  exercise  enlarge  their  feeble  pow'rs  ? 

*Tis  not  in  richest  mines  of  Indian  gold, 
That  Man  this  jewel  happiness  can  find, 

If  his  unfeeling  breast,  to  virtue  cold, 

Denies  her  entrance  to  his  ruthless  mind. 

Wealth,  pomp,  and  honour  are  but  gaudy  toys; 

Alas,  how  poor  the  pleasures  they  impart ! 
Virtue's  the  sacred  source  of  all  the  joys 

That  claim  a  lasting  mansion  in  the  heart 
VOL.  I.  P 


CONSCIENCE. 


AN   ELEGY. 


-Leave  her  to  Heaven, 


And  to  the  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge  } 
To  prick  and  sting  her. 

SHAKESPEARE. 


lM  O  choiring  warblers  flutter  in  the  sky  ; 

Phoebus  no  longer  holds  his  radiant  sway  ; 
While  Nature,  with  a  melancholy  eye, 

Bemoans  the  loss  of  his  departed  ray. 

O  happy  he,  whose  conscience  knows  no  guile  ! 

He  to  the  sable  night  can  bid  farewel  ; 
From  cheerless  objects  close  his  eyes  a  while, 

Within  the  silken  folds  of  sleep  to  dwelt 
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Elysian  dreams  shall  hover  round  his  bed  ; 

His  soul  shall  wing,  on  pleasing  fancies  borri£_, 
To  shining  vales  where  flow'rets  lift  their  head, 

Wak'd  by  the  breathing  zephyrs  of  the  morn. 

But  wretched  he,  whose  foul  reproachful  deeds 
Can  thro*  an  angry  conscience  wound  his  rest; 

His  eye  too  oft  the  balmy  comfort  needs, 

Tho'  slumber  seldom  knows  him  as  her  guest. 

To  calm  the  raging  tumults  of  his  soul, 
If  wearied  Nature  should  an  hour  demand, 

Around  his  bed  the  sheeted  spectres  howl ; 
Red  with  revenge  the  grinning  furies  stand. 

Nor  state  nor  grandeur  can  his  pain  allay  ; 

Where  shall  he  find  a  requiem  to  his  woes  ; 
Power  cannot  chase  the  frightful  gloom  away, 

Nor  mugic  lull  him  to  a  kind  repose. 
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Where;is  the  king  that  Conscience  fears  to  chide  ?— • 
Conscience,  that  candid  judge  of  right  and  wrong, 

Will  o'er  the  secrets  of  each  heart  preside, 

Nor  aw'd  by  pomp,  nor  tam'd  by  soothing  song. 


DAMON 


TO  HIS  FRIENDS: 


JL  HE  billows  of  life  are  supprest ; 

Its  tumults,  its  toils  disappear ; 
To  relinquish  the  storms  that  are  past, 

I.  think  on  the  sunshine  that's  near. 

Dame  Fortune  and  I  are  agreed  ; 

Her  frowns  I  no  longer  endure  ; 
For  the  goddess  has  kindly  decreed, 

That  Damon  no  more  shall  be  poor. 

Now  riches  will  ope  the  dim  eyes, 
To  view  the  increase  of  my  store  j 

And  many  my  friendship  will  prize, 
Who  never  knew  Damon  before. 
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But  those  I  renounce  and  abjure, 
Who  carried  contempt  in  their  eye  ; 

May  poverty  still  be  their  dower, 

That  could  look  on  misfortune  awry  ! 

Ye  pow'rs  that  weak  mortals^govern, 
Keep  Pride  at  his  bay  from  my  mind  ; 

O  let  me  not  haughtily  learn 

To  dispise  the  few  friends  that -were  kind.' 

For  their's  was  a  feeling  sincere ; 

'Twas  free  from  delusion  and  art ; 
O  may  I  that  friendship  revere, 

And  hold  it  yet  dear  to  my  heart ! 

By  which  was  I  ever  forgot  ? 

It  was  both  my  physician  and  cur e, 
That  still  found  the  way  to  my  cot, 

Altho'  I  was  wretched  and  poor* 
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'Twas  bairn  to  my  canker-tooth'd  care ; 

The  wound  of  affliction  it  heal'd  : 
In  distress  it  was  Pity's  soft  tear, 

And  naked  cold  Poverty's  shield. 

Attend,  ye  kind  youth  of  the  plain  ! 

Who  oft  with  rny  sorrows  condol'd ; 
You  cannot  be  deaf  to  the  strain. 

Since  Damon  is  master  of  gold. 

I  have  chose  a  sweet  sylvan  retreat, 
Bedeck'd  with  the  beauties  of  Spring  ; 

Around,  my  flocks  nibble  and  bleat. 
While  the  musical  choristers  sing* 

I  force  not  the  waters  to  stand, 

In  an  artful  canal  at  my  door ; 
-But  a  river,  at  Nature's  command, 
.  Meanders  both  limpid  and  puf« 
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She's  the  goddess  that  darkens  my  bow'rs 
With  tendrils  of  ivy  and  vine  ; 

She  tutors  my  shrubs  and  ray  flowers ; 
Her  taste  is  the  standard  of  mine. 

What  a  pleasing  diversified  group 

Of  trees  has  she  spread  o'er  my  ground ! 

She  has  taught  the  grave  lyrax  to  droop, 
And  the  birch  to  shed  odeurs  around. 

For  whom  has  she  perfum'd  my  groves  r 
For  whom  has  she  clustered  my  vine? 

If  Friendship  despise  my  alcoves, 
They'll  ne'er  be  recesses  of  mine. 

He  who  tastes  his  grape  juices  by  stealth. 
Without  chosen  companions  to  share. 

Is  the  basest  of  slaves -to  his  wealth^ 
And  the  pitiful  minion  of,  care. 


ROBERT  FERGUSSON. 


DAMON  TO  HIS   FRIENDS. 


O  come,  and  with  Damon  retire 

Amidst  the  green  umbrage  embower'd  ! 

Your  mirth  and  your  songs  to  inspire, 
Shall  the  juice  of  his  vintage  be  pour'd, 

O  come,  ye  dear  friends  of  his  youth! 

Of  all  his  good  fortune  partake  ! 
Nor  think  'tis  departing  from  truth, 

-To  say  'twas  preserv'd  for  your  sake. 
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COME,  Inspiration,  from  thy  vernal  bow'r, 
To  thy  celestial  voice  attune  the  lyre ; 

Smooth  gliding  strains  in  sweet  profusion  pour, 
And  aid  my  numbers  with  seraphic  fire. 

Under  a  lonely  spreading  oak  I  lay, 

My  head  upon  the  daisied  green  reclin'd, 

The  evening  sun  beam'd  forth  his  parting  ray, 
The  foliage  bended  to  the  hollow  wind. 

There  gentle  sleep  my  acting  pow'rs  supprest, 
The  city's  distant  hum  was  heard  no  more ; 

Yet  fancy  suffer'd  not  the  mind  to  rest, 
Ever  obedient  to  her  wakeful  pow'r. 

:She  led  me  near  a  chrystal  fountain's  noise. 

Where  undulating  waters  sportive  play; 
Where  a  young  comely  swain,  with  pleasing  voice? 
In  tender  accents  sung  his  Sylvan  lay. 


ROBERT  FERGUSSON. 


RETIREMENT. 

•fc»V».V^.V»V»'VX'\-W».WVW^-V-VV-W-»».-»-V%XX'VX-V».WWVW^X'VX-VW*-V 

**  Adieu,  ye  baneful  pleasures  of  the  town  ! 

"  Farewel,  ye  giddy  and  unthinking  throng  ! 
"•  Without  regret  your  foibles  I  disown  ; 

"  Themes  more  exalted  claim  the  muse's  song. 

"  Your  stony  hearts  no  social  feelings  share  ; 

"  Your  souls  of  distant  sorrows  ne'er  partake; 
'•'  Ne'er  do  you  listen  to  the  needy  pray'r, 
ff  Nor  drop  a  tear  for  tender  pity's  sake. 

•'  Welcome,  ye  fields,  ye  fountains  and  ye  groves  ! 

"  Ye  flo  A^'ry  meadows,  and  extensive  plains  ! 
"  Where  soaring  warblers  pour  their  plaintive  loves  ! 

cc  Each  landscape  cheering  with  their  vocal  strains- 

"  Here  rural  Beauty  rears  her  pleasing  shrine;- 
"  She  on  the  margin  of  each  streamlet  glows: 

"  Where,  with  the  blooming  hawthorn  roses  twiiie 
"  Ami  the.  fair  lily  of  the  valley  grows,, 
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"  Here  chastity  may  wander  unassail'd 

"  Thro'  fields  where  gay  seducers  cease  to  rove  i 
"  Where  open  Vice  o'er  Virtue  ne'er  prevail'd 
"  Where  all  is  innocence,  and  all  is  love. 

"Peace  with  her  olive  wand  triumphant  reigns, 
<(  Guarding  secure  the  peasant's  humble  bed; 
"Envy  is  banish'd  from  the  happy  plains, 
te  And  Defamation's  busy  tongue  is  laid. 

cf  Health  and  contentment  usher  in  the  morn, 
"  With  jocund  smiles  they  cheer  the  rural  swahv, 

*'  For  which  the  Peer,  to  pompous  titles  born^, 
"  Forsaken  sighs,  but  all  his  sighs  are  vain, 

•(  For  the  calm  comforts  of  an  easy  mind, 
"  In  yonder  lonely  cot  delight  to  dwell, 
e<  And  leave  the  Statesman  for  the  lab'ring  hind, 

ff  The  regal  palace  for  the  lowly  cell. 
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*f  Ye,  who  to  wisdom  would  devote  your  hours, 
"  Arid  far  from  riot,  far  from  discord  stray  ! 

"  Look  back  disdainful  on  the  city's  tow'rs, 
et  Where  Pride,  where  Folly  point  the  slipp'ry 
way. 

et  Pure  flows  the  limpid  stream  in  ehrystal  tides, 
"  Thro' rocks,  thro'  dens,  and  ever  verdant  vales, 

**  Till  to  the  town's  unhallow'd  wall  it  glides, 
"  Where  all  its  purity  and  lustre  fails." 


ODE  TO  HOPE. 

.tlOPE  !  lively  cheerer  of  the  mind, 
In  lieu  of  real  bliss  design'd, 
Come  from  thy  .ever  ever  verdant  bow'r 
To  chace  the  dull  and  ling'ring  hour  -;,  - 
O  !  bring,  attending  on  thy  reign, 
All  thy  ideal  fairy  train, 
To  animate  the  lifeless  clay, 
And  bear  my  sorrows  hence  away. 

Hence  gloomy  featured  black  Despair, 
With  all  thy  frantic  furies  fly, 

Nor  rend  my  breast  with  gnawing  care.. 
For  Hope  in  lively  garb  is  nigh  ; 

Let  pining  Discontentment  mourn, 
Let  dull  ey'd  Melancholy  grieve, 

Since  pleasing  Hope  must  reign  by  turn, 
Ajid  every  bitter  thought  relieve, 
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O  smiling  Hope  !  in  adverse  hour 
J  feel  thy  influencing  pow'r : 
Tho'  frowning  Fortune  fix  my  lotj, 
In  some  defenceless  lonely  cot, 
Where  Poverty,  with  empty  hand* , 
In  pallad  meagre  aspect  stands  ; 
Thou  canst  enrobe  me,  'midst  the  great. 
With  all  the  crimson  pomp  of  state. 
Where  Luxury  invites  his  guests 
To  pall  them  with  his  lavish  feasts  : 
What  cave  so  dark,  what  gloom  so  drear, 
So  black  with  horror,  dead  with  fear  ! 
But  thou  canst  dart  thy  streaming  ray, 
And  change  close  night  to  open  day. 

Health  is  attendant  in  thy  radiant  train, 

Round  her  the  whisp'ring  zephyrs  gently  pliy, 

Behold  her  gladly  tripping  o'er  the  plain, 

Bedeck'd  with  rural  sweets  and  garlands  gay. 
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When  vital  spirits  are  depressed, 
And  heavy  languor  clogs  the  breast, 
Comforting  hope  !  'tis  thine  to  cure, 
Devoid  of  Esculapian  power ; 
For  oft  thy  friendly  aid  avails, 
When  all  the  strength  of  physic  fails. 

Nay,  even  tho'  death  should  aim  his  dart, 
I  know  he  lifts  his  arm  in  vain, 

Since  thou  this  lesson  canst  impart, 
Mankind  but  die  to  live  again. 

Depriv'd  of  thee  must  banners  fall ; 

But  where  a  living  Hope  is  found, 
The  legions  shout  at  danger's  call, 

And  victors  are  trumphant  erown'd. 

Come  then,  bright  Hdpe  !  in  smiles  array M 
Revive  us  by  thy  quickening  breath, 

Then  shall  we  never  be  afraid 
To  walk  thro'  danger  and  thro'  death. 


IHE  RIVERS  OF  SCOTLAND, 

AN    ODE. 

Set  to  Music  by  Mr  Colkt. 


V>'ER  Scotia's  parched  laiul  the  Naiads  flew, 
From  tow'ring  hills  explor'dhershelter'd  vales, 

Caus'd  Forth  in  wild  meanders  please  the  view, 
And  lift  her  waters  to  the  zephyr's  gales. 

Where  the  glad  swain  surveys  his  fertile  fields, 

And  reaps  the  plenty  which  his  harvest  yields. 

Here  did  these  lovely  nymphs  unseen, 

Oft  wander'd  by  the  river's  side, 
And  oft  unbind  their  tresses  green, 

To  bathe  them  in  the  fluid  tide. 

Then  to  the  shady  grottos  would  retire, 
And  sweetly  echo  to  the  warbling  choir-; 
VOL  I.  4* 
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Or  to  the  rushing  waters  tune  their  shells, 
To  call  up  echo  from  the  woods, 
Or  from  the  rocks  or  chrystal  floods, 

Or  from  surrounding  banks,  or  hills,  or  dales. 

CHORUS. 

Or  to  the  rushing  waters  tune  their  shells, 
To  call  up  echo  from  the  woods, 
Or  from  the  rocks  or  chrystal  floods, 

Or  from  surrounding  banks,  or  hills,  or  dales. 

When  the  cool  fountains  first  their  springs  forsook, 
Murmuring  smoothly  to  the  azure  main, 

Exulting  Neptune  then  his  trident  shook, 
And  wav'd  his  waters  gently  to  the  plain. 

The  friendly  Tritons  on  his  chariot  borne, 
^-Vith  cheeks  dilated  blew  the  hollow-sounding  horn, 
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Now  Lothian  and  Fifan  shores, 

Resounding  to  the  Mermaid's  song. 
Gladly  emit  their  limpid  stores, 
And  bid  them  smoothly  sail  along. 

To  Neptune's  empire,  and  with  hirti  to  roll 
Round  the  revolving  sphere  from  pole  to  pole ; 

To  guard  Britannia  from  envious  foes, 
To  view  her  angry  vengeance  hurl'd 
In  awful  thunder  round  the  world. 

And  trembling  nations  bending  to  her  blows, 

CHORUS. 

To  guard  Britannia  from  envious  foes, 
To  view  her  angry  vengeance  IimTd, 
In  awful  thunder  round  the  world, 

And  trembling  nations  bending  to  her  b! 
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High  tow'ring  on  the  zephyr's  breezy  wing, 
Swift  fly  the  Naiads  from  Fortha's  shores, 

And  to  the  southern  airy  mountains  bring 

Their  sweet  enchantment  and  their  magic  ppw'ra. 

Each  nymph  her  favourite  willow  takes> 
The  earth  with  fev'rous  tremor  shakes, 

The  stagnant  lakes  obey  their  call, 
Streams  o'er  the  grassy  pastures  fall. 

Tweed  spreads  her  waters  to  the  lucid  ray, 
Upon  the  dimpled  surf  the  sun-beams  play  : 

On  her  green  banks  the  tuneful  shepherd  lies, 
Charm'd  with  the  music  of  his  reed, 
Amidst  the  wavings  of  the  Tweed  : 

From  sky-reflecting  streams  the  rirer  nymphs 
arise. 
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On  her  green  banks  the.  tuneful  shepherd  lies,, 
Charm'd  with  the  music  of  his  ree.d, 
Amidst  the  wavings  of  the  Tweed  : 

From  sky-reflecting  streams  the  river  nymphs  arisfc. 

The  list'ning  muses  heard  the  shepherds  play. 

Fame  with  herbrazen  trump  proclaim'dhisname^ 
And  to  attend  the  easy  graceful  lay, 

Pan  from  Arcadia  to  Tweda  came. 
Fond  of  the  change,  along  the  banks  he  stray 'd, 
And  sung  unmindful  of  th'  Arcadian  shade. 

Air,-—  TWEEDSIDE. 

I. 

Attend  ev'ry  fanciful  swain, 

WThose  notes  softly  flow  from  the  reed,. 
With  harmony  guide  the  sweet  strain, 

To  sing  of  the  beauties  of  Tweed. 
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tt 

Where  the  music  of  woods  and  of"  streams 

In  soothing  sv,reet  melody  join, 
To  enliven  your  pastoral  themes, 

And  make  human  numbers  divine. 

CHORUS. 

Ye  warblers  from  the  vocal  grove, 
The  tender  woodland  strain  approve^ 
While  Tweed  in  smoother  cadence  glides, 
O'er  flovv'ry  vaks  in  gentle  tides 
And  as  she  rolls  her  silver  waves  along, 
Murmurs  and  sighs-  to- quit  the  rural  song. 
Scotia's  great  Genius  in  russet  clad, 
From  the  cool  sedgy  bank  exalts  her  head, 
In  joyful  rapture  she  the  change  espies, 
Sees    living   streams    descend    and   groves 
arise. 
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Air, — GILDEROY. 
I. 

As  sable  clouds  at  early  day 

Oft  dim  the  shining  skies, 
So  gloomy  thoughts  create  dismay;, 

And  lustre  leaves  her  eyes. 

II. 

"  Ye  powers  !  are  Scotia's  ample  fields, 
"  With  so  much  beauty  grac'd, 

"  To  have  those  sweets  your  bounty  yields., 
fv  By  foreign  foes  defac'J  ? 

III. 

"  O  Jove  !  at  whose  supreme  command, 

"  The  limpid  fountains  play, 
"  O'er  Caledonia's  northern 

f(  Let  restless  waters  stray* 
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IV. 

<*  Since  from  the  void  creation  rose, 

(f  Thou'st  made  a  sacred  vow, 
^  That  Caledon  to  foreign  foes 

"  Should  ne'er  be  known  to  bow.'* 

The  mighty  thunderer  on  his  sapphire  tin-one, 
In  mercy's  robes  attir'd,  heard  the  sweet  voice 
Of  female  woe, — soft  as  the  moving  song 
Of  Philomela  'midst  the  evening  shades  ; 
And  thus  return'd  an  answer  to  her  prayers : 

"  Where  birks  at  Nature's  call  arise  ; 
"  Where  fragrance  hails  the  vaulted  skies  ; 
"  Where  my  own  oak  its  umbrage  spreads, 
"  Delightful  'midst  the  woody  shades  ; 
ts  Where  ivy-mould'ring  rocks  entwines  ; 
"  Where  breezes  bend  the  lofty  pines  : 
«  There  shall  the  laughing  Naiads  stray, 
<(  'Midst  the  sweet  banks  of  winding  Tay." 
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From  the  dark  womb  of  earth  Tay's  waters  spring, 
Ordain'd  by  Jove's  unalterable  voice  ; 

The  sounding  lyre  celestial  muses  string  ; 
The  choiring  songsters  in  the  groves  rejoice. 

Each  fount  its  crystal  fluids -pours, 

Which  from  surrounding  mountains  flow  ; 

The  river  bathes  its  verdant  shores  ; 
Cool  o?er  tlie  surf  the  breezes  blow. 

Let  England's  sons  extol  their  gardens  fair ; 

Scotland    may  freely  boast    her    generous 

streams  ; 
Their  soil  more  fertile,  and  their  milder  air ; 

Her  fishes  sporting  in  the  solar  beams. 

Thames,  Humber,  Severn,  all  must  yield  the  bay 
To  the  pure  streams  of  Forth,  of  Tweed,  andTay, 
•'.  I.  S 
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Thames,  Humber,  Severn,  all  must  yield  the  bay 
To  the  pure  streams  of  Forth,  of  Tweed,  and  Tay 

O  Scotia  !  when  such  beauty  claims 
A  mansion  near  thy  flowing  streams, 
Ne'er  shall  stern  Mars,  in  iron  car, 
Drive  his  proud  coursers  to  the  war  : 
But  fairy  forms  shall  strew  around 
Their  olives  on  the  peaceful  ground  ; 
And  turtles  join  the  warbling  throng, 
To  usher  in  the  morning  song. 
Or  shout  in  chorus  all  the  live-long  day, 
From  the  green  banks  of  Forth,  of  T  weed,  and  Tay , 

When  gentle  Phoebe's  friendly  light 
In  silrer  radiance  clothes  the  night ; 
Still  music's  ever-varying  strains 
Shall  tell  the  lovers,  Cynthia  reigns ; 
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And  woo  them  to  her  midnight  bowers, 
Among  the  fragrant  dew-clad  flowers. 
Where  ev'ry  rock,  and  hill,  and  dale, 
With  echoes  greet  the  nightingale, 
Whose  pleasing,  soft,  pathetic  tongue^ 

To  kind  condolence  turns  the  song  ; 

• 

And  often  wins  the  love-sick  swain  to  stray 
To  hear  the  tender  variegated  lay, 
Thro' the  dark  woods  of  Forth,  of  Tweed,  andTay, 

Hail,  native  streams,  and  native  groves  ! 
Oozy  caverns,  green  alcoves  ! 
Retreats  for  Cytherea's  reign, 
With  all  the  Graces  in  her  train. 
Hail,  Fancy,  thou  whose  ray  so  bright 
Dispels  the  glimm'ring  taper's  light ! 
Come  in  aerial  vesture  blue, 
Ever  pleasing,  ever 
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In  these  recesses  deign  to  dwell 
With  me  in  yonder  moss-clad  cell  : 

Then  shall  my  reed  successful  tune  the  lay, " 
In  numbers  wildly  warbling  as  they  stray 
Thro'  thegladbanks  of  Forth,  of  Tweed,  and  Tay. 


THE 


TOWN  AND  COUNTRY  CONTRASTED. 

In  an  Epistle  to  a  Friend. 


JL*  ROM  noisy  bustle,  from  contention  freeP 
Far  from  the  busy  town  I  careless  loll : 
Not  like  swain  Tityrus,  or  the  bards  of  old, 
Under  a  beechen,  venerable  shade, 
But  on  a  furzy  heath,  where  blooming  broom 
And  thorny  whins  the  spacious  plains  adorn. 
Here  Health  sits  smiling  on  my  youthful  brow : 
For  ere  the  sun  beams  forth  his  earliest  ray, 
And  all  the  east  with  yellow  radiance  crowns  ; 
Ere  dame  Aurora,  from  her  purple  bed, 
'Gins  with  her  kindling  blush  to  paint  the  sky  ; 
The  soaring  lark,  morn's  cheerful  harbinger, 
And  linnet  joyful,  flutt'ring  from  the  bush, 
Stretch  their  small  throats  in  vocal  melody 9. 
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To  hail  the  dawn,  and  drowsy  sleep  exhale 
From  man,  frail  man !  on  downy  softness  stretch'd. 

Such  pleasing  scenes  Edina  cannot  boast ; 
For  there  the  slothful  slumber  seal'd  mine  eyes, 
Till  nine  successive  strokes  the  clock  had  kneli'd. 
There  not  the  lark,  but  fishwives'  noisy  screams, 
And  inundations  plung'd  from  ten  house  height, 
With  smell  more  fragrant  than  the  spicy  groves 
Of  Indus,  fraught  with  all  her  orient  stores, 
Rous'd  me  from  sleep ;-not  sweet  refreshing  sleep, 
But  sleep  infested  with  the  burning  sting 
Of  bug  infernal,  who  the  live-long  night 
With  direst  suction  sipp'd  my  liquid  gore. 
There  gloomy  vapours  in  our  zenith  reign'd, 
And  fill'd  with  irksome  pestilence  the  air. 
There  ling'ring  Sickness  held  his  feeble  court, 
Rejoicing  in  the  havoc  he  had  made ; 
And  Death,  grim  Death !  with  all  his  ghastly 
Watch'd  the  broke  slumbers  of  Edina'  a  sons, 
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Hail !  rosy  Health  !  thou  pleasing  antidote 
'Gainst  troubling  cares  !  all  hail,  these  rural  fields  ! 
Those  winding  rivulets,  and  verdant  shades, 
Where  thou,  the  heaven-born  goddess  deign' st  to 

dwell ! 

With  thee  the  hind,  upon  his  simple  fare, 
Lives  cheerful,  and  from  Heaven  no   more  de 
mands. 

But,  ah  !  how  vast  how  terrible  the  change 
With  him  who  night  by  night  in  sickness  pines  <l 
Him  nor  his  splendid  equipage  can  please, 
Nor  all  the  pageantry  the  world  can  boast ! 
Nay,  not  the  consolation  of  hrs  friends 
Can  aught  avail :  his  hours  are  anguish  all ; 
Nor  cease  till  envious  Death  hath  clos'd  the  scene* 

But,  Carlos,  if  we  court  this  maid  celestial ; 
Whether  we  thro*  meand'ring  rivers  stray, 
Or  'midst  the  city's  jarring  noise  remain  ; 
Let  Temperance,  Health's  blythe  concomitant* 
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To  our  desires  and  appetites  set  bounds ; 
Else,  cloy'd  at  last,  we  surfeit  every  joy : 
Our  slacken'd  nerves  reject  their  wonted  spring; 
We  reap  the  fruits  of  our  unkindly  lusts, 
And  feebly  totter  to  the  silent  grave. 


ODE 
TO  PITY. 


JL  O  what  sequester'd  gloomy  shade 
Hath  ever  gentle  Pity  stray'd  ? 
What  brook  is  water'd  from  her  eyes? 
What  gales  convey  her  tender  sighs  ? 
Unworthy  of  her  grateful  lay, 
She  hath  despis'd  the  great,  the  gay, 
Nay,  all  the  feelings  she  imparts 
Are  far  estrang'd  from  human  hearts. 

Ah  Pity  !  whither  wouldst  thou  fly, 
From  human  heart,  from  human  eye  ? 
Are  desert  woods  and  twilight  groves 
The  scenes  the  sobbing  pilgrim  loves  ? 
If  there  thou  dwell'st,  O  Pity,  say 
In  what  lone  path  you  pensive  stray. 
VOL.  I.  X 
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I'll  know  thee  by  the  lily's  hue, 
Besprinkl'd  with  the  morning's  dew  : 
For  thou  wilt  never  blush  to  wear 
The  pallid  look  and  falling  tear. 

In  broken  cadence  from  thy  tongue, 
Oft  have  we  heard  the  mournful  song  j 
Oft  have  we  view'd  the  loaded  bier 
Bedew'd  with  Pity's  softest  tear, 
Her  sighs  and  tears  were  ne'er  deny'd 
When  innocence  and  virtue  died. 
But  in  this  black  and  iron  age, 
Where  vice  and  all  his  demons  rage, 
Tho'  bells  in  solemn  pteals  are  rung, 
Tho*  dirge  in  mournful  verse  is  sung  ; 
Soon  will  the  vain  parade  be  o'er, 
Their  name,  their  memory  no  more  : 
Who  love  and  innocence  despis'd, 
And  «v'ry  vktue  gacrific'd. 
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Here  Pity,  as  a  statute  dumb, 
Will  pay  no  tribute  to  the  tomb  ; 
Or  wake  the  memory  of  those  - 
Who  never  felt  for  others  woes. 

Thou  mistress  of  the  feeling  heart  I 
Thy  pow'rs  of  Sympathy  impart. 
If  mortals  would  but  fondly  prize 
Thy  falling  tears,  thy  passing  sighs, 
Then  should  wan  poverty  no  more 
Walk  feebly  from  the  rich,  man's  door  ;. 
Humility  should  vanquish  pride, 
And  vice  be  drove  from  virtue's  side  ; 
Then  happiness  at  length  should  reigna. 
\nd  g  olden  age  begin  again. 


ON   THE 
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Oh  !  who  can  hold  afire  in  his  hand 
By  thinking  on  the  frosty  Caucasus  ; 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feast  ; 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December's  snow 
By  thinking  on  fantastic  Summer's  heat  ? 

SHAKESP,  RICHARD  If. 


I  OETS  in  vain  have  haU'd  the  op'ning  spring, 
In  tender  accents  woo'd  the  blooming  maid, 

In  vain  have  taught  the  April  birds  to  wing 
Their  flight  thro'  fields  in  verdant  hue  array  'd. 

The  muse  in  ev'ry  season  taught  to  sing 
Amidst  the  desert  snows  by  fancy's  powers, 

Can  elevated  soar,  on  placid  wing, 

To  climes  where  spring  her  kindest  influence 
showers. 


ROBERT  FERGUSSO.V.          1-55 


ON    THE    COLD    MONTH    OF    APRIL, 


April,  once  famous  for  the  zephyr  mild, 
For  sweets  that  early  in  the  garden  grovr, 

Say,  how  converted  to  this  cheerless  wild, 
Rushing  with  torrents  of  dissolving  sno\T.  . 

Nurs'd  by  the  moisture  of  a  gentle  shower, 
Thy  foliage  oft  hath  sounded  to  the  breeze  3 

Oft  did  thy  choristers  melodious  pour 

Their  melting  numbers  thro'  the  shady  trees. 

Fair  have  I  seen  thy  morn,  in  smiles  array 'd, 
With  crimson  blush  bepaint  the  eastern  sky; 

But  now  the  dawn  creeps  mournful  o'er  the  glade; 
Shrouded  in  colours  of  a  sable  dye. 

So  have  t  seen  the  fair,  with  laughing  eye, 
And  visage  cheerful  as  the  smiling  morn, 

Alternate  changing  for  the  heaving  sigh, 
Or  frowning  aspect  of  contemptuous  scoru. 


THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF 


ON  THE  COLD  MONTH  OF  APRIL,   1771. 


•v-vw 


Life  !  what  art  them  ? — a  variegated  scene 
Of  mingled  light  and  shade,  of  joy  and  woe; 

A  sea  where  calms  and  storms  promiscuous  reign; 
A  stream  where  sweet  and  bitter  jointly  flow. 

Miite  are  the  plains ;  the  shepherd  pipes  no  more; 

The  reed's  forsaken,  and  the  tender  flock  j 
While  Echo-,  listening  to  the  tempest's  roar, 
In  silence  wanders  o'er  the  beetling  rock.    . 

Winter,  too  potent  for  the  solar  ray, 

Bestrides  the  blast,  ascends  his  icy  throne,  ••„ 

And  views  Britannia,  subject  to  his  sway, 
Floating  emergent  on  the  frigid  zone. 

Thou  savage  tyrant  of  the  fretful  sky  ! 

WHt  thou  for  ever  in  our  zenith  reign  ? 
To  Greenland's  seas,  congeal'd  in  chilness,  fly,  - 

Where  howling  monster's  tread  the  bleak  domain. 
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Relent,  O  Boreas  !  leave  thy  frozen  cell ; 

Resign  to  Spring  her  portion  of  the  year  ; 
Let  west  winds  tcmp'rate  wave  the  flowing  gale, 

And  hills,  and  vales,  and  woods,  a  vernal  as 
pect  wear. 


THE  SIMILE. 


noontide,  as  Colin  and  Sylvia  lay 
Within  a  cool  jessamine  bower, 
A  butterfly,  wak'd  by  the  heat  of  the  day, 
Was  sipping  the  juice  of  each  -flovv'r. 

Near  the  shade  of  this  covert  a  young  shepherd  boy 

The  gaudy  brisk  flutterer  ispies, 
Who  held  it  as  pastime  to  seek  and  destroy 

Each  beautiful  insect  that  flies. 

From  the  lily  he  hunted  this  fly  to  the  rose  ; 

From  the  rose  to  the  lily  again  ; 
Till,  weary  with  tracing  its  motions,  he  chose 

To  leave  the  pursuit  with  disdain. 

Then  Colin  to  Sylvia  smilingly  said, 

Amyntor  has  follow'd  you  long  ; 
From  him,  like  the  butterfly,  still  have  you  fled; 

-Tho*  woo'd  by  his  musical  tongue. 
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Beware  in  persisting  to  start  from  his  arms, 
But  with  his 'fond  wishes  comply  ; 

Come,  take  my  advice;    or  he's  pall'd  with  your 

charms, 
Like  the  youth  and  the  beautiful  fly. 

Says  Sylvia, — Colin,  thy  simile's  just, 

But  still  to  Amyntor  I'm  coy  ; 
For  I  vow  she's  a  simpleton  blind  that  would  trust 

A  swain,  when  he  courts  to  destroy.  , 


VOL.  L  tf 


TH£  BUGS. 


I  HOU  source  of  long  sublime!  thouchiefestmusd 
Whose  sacred  fountain  of  immortal  fame 
Bedew'd  the  flow'rets  cull'd  for  Homer's  brow, 
When  he  on  Grecian  plains  the  battles  sung 
Of  frogs  and  mice  :  Do  thou,  thro7  fancy's  maze 
Of  sportive  pastime,  lead  a  lowly  Muse 
Her  rites  to  join,  while,  with  a  fault'ring  voice., 
She  sings  of  reptiles  yet  in  song  unknown. 

Nor  youf,  ye  bards !  who  oft  have  struck  the  lyre^ 
And  tun'd  it  to  the  movement  of  the  spheres 
In  harmony  divine,  reproach  the  Jays, 
Which,  tho'  they  wind  not  thro'  the  starry  host 
Of  bright  creation,  or  on  earth  delight 
To  hunt  the  murm'ring  cadence  of  the  floods, 
Thro'  scenes  where  Nature,  with  a  hand  profuse. 
Hath  lavish  strew'd  her  gems  of  precious  dye  £ 


ROBERT  FERGUSSON.  l6l 


THE    BUGS- 

Yet,  in  the  small  existence  of  a  gnat, 

Or  tiny  bug,  doth  she,  with  equal  skill, 

If  not  transcending,  stamp  her  wonders  there,. 

Only  disclos'd  to  microscopic  eye.. 

Of  old  the  Dryads  near  Edina'-s  walls 
Their  mansions  reared,  and  groves  unnumher'd  rose 
Of  branching  oak,  spread  beedi,  and  lofty  pine, 
Under  whose  shade,  to  shun  the  noontide  blaze, 
Did  Pan  resart,  with  all  his  rural  train 
Of  shepherds  and  of  nymphs.  —  The  Dryad's  plcas'd 
\&  ould  hail  their  sports,  and  summon  Echo's  voice 
To  send  her  greetings  thro'  the  wavh"*  woods; 
Hut  the  rude  axe,  long  brandish'd  by  the  hand 
Of  daring  innovation,  shav'd  the  lawns  ; 
Then  not  a  thicket  or  a  copse  remain'd 
To  sigh  in  concert  with  the  breeze  of  eve. 


F.dina's  mansions  with  lignarian  art 
Were  pil'd  and  fronted.—  Like  an  ark  she 
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To  lie  on  mountain's  top,  with  shapes  replete, 
Clean  and  unclean,    that  daily  wander  o'er 
Her  streets,  that  once  were  spacious,  once  were  gay. 
To  Jove  the  Dryads  pray'd,  nor  pray'd  in  vain, 
For  vengeance  on  her  sons.  —  At  midnight  dre^r 
Black  show'rs  descend,  and  teeming  myriads  rise 
Of  bugs  abhorrent,  who  by  instinct  steal 
Thro'  the  putrescent  and  corrosive  pores 
Of  sapless  trees,  that  late  in  forest  stood, 
With  all  the  majesty  of  summer  crown'd 

By  Jove's  command  dispers'd,  they  wander  wide 
O'er  all  the  City.—  Some  their  cells  prepare, 
"Mid  the  rich  trappings  and  the  gay  attire 
Of  state  luxuriant,  and  are  fond  to  press 
The  waving  canopy's  depending  folds  ; 
While  others,  destined  to  an  humbler  fate, 
Seek  shelter  from  the  dwellings  of  the  poor, 
Plying  their  nightly  suction  to  the  bed 
Of  toil'd  mechanic,  who,  with  folded  arms, 
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Enjoys  the  comforts  of  a  sleep  so  sound, 
That  not  th'  alarming  sting  of  glutting  Bug 
To  murd'rous  deed  can  rouze  his  brawny  arm 
Upon  the  blood-swoln  fiend,  who  basely  steals 
Life's  genial  current  from  his  throbbing  veins. 

Happy  were  Grandeur,  could  she  triumph  here. 
And  banish  from  her  halls  each  misery, 
Which  she  must  brook  in  common  with  the  poor, 
Who  beg  subsistence  from  her  sparing  hands. 
Then  might  the  rich,  to  fell  disease  unknown, 
Indulge  in  fond  excess,  nor  ever  feel 
The  slowly-creeping  hours  of  restless  night, 
When  shook  with  guilty  horrors. — But  the  wind 
Whose  fretful  gusts  of  anger  shake  the  world, 
Bears  more  destructive  on  the  aspiring  roofs 
Of  dome  and  palace,  than  on  cottage  low, 
Tiiat  meets  JEolus  with  his  gentler  breath,. 
When  safely  shelter'd  in  the  peaceful  vale. 
I*  there  &  being  breathes,  howe'er  go  vile, 
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Too  pitiful  for  Envy  ? — She,  with  venom'd  tooth,. 
And  grinning  madness,  frowns  upon  the  bliss 
Of  ev'ry  species  ; — from  the  human  form 
That  spurns  the  earth,  and  bends  his  mental  eve- 
Thro'  the  profundity  of  fpace  unknown, 
Down  to  the  crawli  -'.'tested  race.. 

Thus  the  lover  pine,1:,  that  reptile  rude-: 
Should,  'mid  the  lilies  of  fair  CliloeV  breast, 
Implant  the  deep  carnation,  and  enjoy 
These  sweets  which  angel  modesty  hath  veil'd 
From  eyes  profane. — "\et  murmur  not,  ye  few 
Who  gladly  would  be  bugs  for  Chloe's  sake  ! 
For  soon,  alas  !  the  fluctuating  gales 
Of  earthly  joy  invert  the  happy  scene. 
The  breath  of  Spring  may >.  with  her  balmy  pow'r, 
And  warmth  diffusive,  give  to  Nature's  face 
Her  brightest  colours; — but  how  short  the  space, 
Till  angry  Eurus,  from  his  petrid  cave, 
Deform  the  year,  and  all  the;e  sweets  annoy! 
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Ev'n  so  befals  it  to  this  creeping  race ; 
This  envy'd  commonwealth. — For  they  a  white 
On  Chloe's  bosom,  alabaster  fair, 
May  steal  ambrosial  bliss  >  or  may  regale 
On  the  rich  viands  of  luxurious  blood, 
Delighted  and  suffic'd.     But  mark  the  end^ 
Lo!  Whitsuntide  appears,  wiLh  gloomy  train 
OF  growing  desolation. — First,  Upholsterer  rutle 
Removes  the  waving  drapery,  where,  for  years, 
A  thriving  colony  of  old  and  young 
Had  hid  their  numbers  from  the  prying  day. 
Anon  they  fall,  and  gladly  would  retire 
To  safer  ambush;  but  his  ruthless  foot, 
Ah,  cruel  pressure  !  cracks  their  vital  springs, 
And  with  their  deep-dy'd  scarlet  smears  the  floor. 

Sweet  pow'rs !  has  pity  in  the  female  breast 
No  tender  residence — no  lov'd  abode, — 
To  urge  from  murd'rous  deed  th'  avenging  hand 
Of  angry  house-maid? — She'll  have  blood  for  blood* 
i;-or  lo !  the  boiling  streams  from  co.pper  tube, 
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Hot  as  her  rage,  sweep  myriads  to  death. 

Their  carcases  are  destin'd  to  the  urn 

Of  some  chaste  Naiad,  that  gives  birth  to  floods, 

Whose  fragrant  virtues  hail  Edina,  fam'd 

For  yellow  limpid — whose  chaste  name  the  Muse 

Deems  too  exalted  to  retail  in  song. 

Ah  me !   No  longer  they  at  midnight  shade, 
With  baneful  sting,  shall  seek  the  downy  couch 
Of  slumb'ring  mortals.— rNor  shall  love-sick  s\vciin, 
When,  by  the  bubbling  brook,  in  fairy  dream, 
His  nymph,  but  half  reluctant  to  his  wish, 
Is  gently  folded  in  his  eager  arms, 
E'er  curse  the  shaft  envenom'd,  that  disturbs 
His  long  lov'd  fancies. — Nor  shall  hungry  bard,. 
Whose  strong  imagination,  whetted  keen, 
Conveys  him  to  the  feast,  be  tantaliz'd 
With  pois'nous  tortures,  when  the  cup,  brimful 
Of  purple  vintage,  gives  him  greater  joy 
Than  all  the  heliconian  streams  that  play 
And  murmur  round  Parnassus.    Now  the  wretcl* 
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Oft  doom'd  to  restless  days  and  sleepless  nights, 
^By  bugbear  Conscience  thrall'd,  enjoys  an  hour 
Of  undisturbed  repose. — The  miser  too 
May  brook  his  golden  dreams,  nor  wake  with  fear 
That  thieves  or  kindred  (for  no  soul  he'll  trust) 
"Have  broke  upon  hrs  chest,  and  strive  to  steal 
The  shining  idols  of  his  useless  hours. 

Happy  the  Bug,  whose  'unambitious  views 
To  gilded  pomp  ne'er  tempt  him  to  aspire  ; 
Safely  may  he,  enwrapt  in  russet  fold 
Of  cobweb' d  curtain,  set  at  bay  the  fears 
That  still  attendant  are  on  Bugs  of  state : 
He  never  knows  at  morn  the  busy  brush 
Of  scrubbing  Chambermaid;   his  coursing  blood 
Is  ne'er  obstructed  with  obnoxious  dose 
By  OLfPHANT  prepar'd — Too  pois'nous  drug  I 
As  deadly  fatal  to  this  crawling  tribe 
As  ball  and  powder  to  the  sons  of  \vyi 
Vob.  I.  X 


A 

SATURDAY'S  EXPEDITION, 

IN  MOCK  HEROICS. 

Non  mira,  sed  vera,  canam. 


that  sweet  period  of  revolving  time 
When  Phoebus  lingers  not  in  Thetis'  lap. 
When  twinkling  stars  their  feeble  influence  shed, 
And  scarcely  glimmer  thro'  th'  ethereal  vault. 
Till  Sol  again  his  near  approach  proclaims, 
With  ray  purpureal,  and  the  blushing  form 
Of  fair  Aurora,  goddess  of  the  dawn, 
Leading  the  winged  coursers  to  the  pole 
Of  Phoebus'  car. — 'Twas  in  that  season  fair, 
When  jocund  Summer  did  the  meads  array 
In  Flora's  rip'ning  bloom — that  we  prepar'd 
To  break  the  bond  of  bus'ness,  and  to  roam 
Far  from  Fldina's  jarring  noise  awhifct 
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Fair  smil'd  the  wak'ning  morn  on  our  design  f. 
Apd  we,  with  joy  elate,  our  march  began 
For  Leith's  fair  port,  where  oft  Edina's  sons 
The  week  conclude,  and  in  carousal  quaff 
Port,  punch,  rum,  brandy,  and  geneva  strong, 
Liquors,  too  nervous  for  the  feeble  purse, 
With  all  convenient  speed  we  there  arriv'd, 
Nor  had  we  time  to  touch  at  house  or  hall, 
Till  from  the  boat  a  hollow  thund'ring  voice 
Bellow'd  vociferous,  and  our  ears  assail'd 
With,  "Ho  !  Kinghorn,  oho!  come  straight  aboard." 
We  fuil'd  not  to  obey  the  stern  command, 
Utter'd  with  voice  as  dreadful  as  the  roar 
Of  Polyphemus,  'midst  rebounding  rocks, 
When  overcome  by  sage  Ulysses'  wiles. 

"  Hoist  up  your  sails,"  the  angry  skipper  cries, 
While  fore  and  aft  the  busy  sailors  run, 
And  loose  th'  entangled  cordage.  —  O'er  the  deep 
Zephyrus  blows,  and  hugs  our  lofty  sails, 
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Which,  in  obedience  to  the  powerful  breeze, 
Swell  o'er  the  foaming  main,  and  kiss  the  wave. 

Now  o'er  the  convex  surface  of  the  flood 
Precipitate  we  fly — our  foaming  prow 
Divides  the  saline  stream — on  either  side 
Ridges  of  yeasty  surge  dilate  apace ; 
But  from  the  poop  the  waters  gently  flow> 
And  undulation  for  the  time  decays, . 
In  eddies  smoothly  floating  o'er  the  main. 

Here  let  the  muse  in  doleful  numbers  sing 
The  woeful  state  of  those  whose  cruel  stars 
Have  doom'd  them  subject  to  the  languid*  powers 
Of  wat'ry  sickness. — Tho'  with  stomach  full 
Of  juicy  beef,  of  mutton  in  its  prime, 
Or  all  the  dainties  luxury  can  boast, 
They  brave  the  elements, — yet  the  rocking 
Truly  regardless  of  their  precious  food, 
Converts  their  visage  to  the  ghastly  pale, 
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And  makes  the  sea  partaker  of  iho  sweets 

On  which  they  sumptuous  far'd. — And  this  the 

cause 

Why  those  of  Scotia's  sons.,  whose  wealthy  store 
Hath  hlest  them  with  a  splendid  coach  and  six, 
Rather  incline  to  linger  on  the  way, 
And  cross  the  river  Forth  by  Stirling  bridge. 
Than  be  subjected  to  the  ocean's  swell, 
To  dang'rous  ferries,  and  to  sickness  dire. 

And  now  at  equal  distance  shews  the  land  ;, 
Gladly  the  tars  the  joyful  task  pursue 
Of  gathering  in  the  freight. — Debates  arise 
From  counterfeited  halfpence — .In  the  hold 
The  seamen  scrutinize  and  eager  peep 
Thro'  ev'ry  corner  where  their  watchful  e^e 
Suspect  a  lurking  place,,  or  dark  retreat, 
To  hide  the  timid  corpse  of  some  poor  soul, 
Whose  scanty  purse  can  scarce  one  groat  afford. 
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At  length  we  cheerful  land  on  Fifan  shore, 
Where  sickness  vanishes,  and  all  the  ills, 
Attendant  on  the  passage  of  Kinghorn. 
Our  pallid  cheeks  resume  their  rosy  hue, 
And  empty  stomachs  keenly  crave  supply  — 
With  eager  step  we  reach'd  the  friendly  inn,. 
Nor  did  we  think  of  beating  our  retreat, 
Till  ev'ry  gnawing  appetite  was  quell'd*. 


Eastward  along  the  Fifan  coast  we  stray 
And  here  th'  unwearied  eye  may  fondly  gaze 
O'er  all  the  tufted  groves  and  pointed  spires 
With  which  the  pleasant  banks  of  Forth  are  crown'd 
Sweet  navigable  stream!  where  Commerce  reigns> 
Wrhere  Peace  and  jocund  Plenty  smile  serene  : 
On  thy  green  banks  sits  Liberty  enthron'd, 
But  not  that  shadow  which  the  English  youth 
So  eagerly  pursue  ;  but  freedom  bought, 
When  Caledonia's  triumphant  sword 
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Taught  the  proud  sons  of  Anglia  to  bemoan 
Their  fate  at  Ba?mockburn}  where  thousands  cam* 
^Jever  to  tread  their  native  soil  again, 

Far  in  a  hollow  den,  where  nature's  hand 
Had  careless  strew'd  the  rocks — a  dreadful  cave. 
Whose  concave  ceiling  echo'd  to  the  floods 
Their  hollow  murmurs  on  the  trembling  shore, 
Demanded  our  approach,— The  yawning  porch 
Its  massy  sides  inclos'd,  and  o'er  the  top 
The  ivy  tendrils  twin'd  the  uncultur'd  fern  : 
Fearful  we  pry  into  the  dreary  vault, 
Hoary  with  age,  and  breathing  noxious  damps: 
Here  busy  owls  may  unmolested  dwell 
In  solitary  gloom — for  few  there  are 
Whose  inclination  leads  them  to  review 
A  cell  where  putrid  smells  infectious  reign  (1). 

Then,  turning  westward,  we  our  course  pursue 
•Along  the  verge  of  Fortha's  briny  flood, 
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Till  we  o'crtake  the  gradual  rising  dale 

Where  fair  Burniisland  rears  her  rev  'rend  dome  ; 

And  here  the  vulgar  sign-post;  painted  o'er 

With  imitations  vile  of  man  and  horse  ; 

Of  small-beer  froathing  o'er  th'  unshapely  jug-; 

With  courteous  invitation,  spoke  us  fair 

To  enter  in,  and  taste  what  precious  drops 

Were  there  reserved  to  moisten  strangers'  throatSj 

Too  often  parch'd  upon  the  tedious  way. 


After  regaling  here  with  sober 
Our  limbs  we  plied,  and  nimbly  measur'd  o'er 
The  hills,  the  vales,  and  the  extensive  plains, 
Which  form  the  distance  from  iBv.rntisland'  s  port 
To  Inverkeithing.     Westward  still  we  went, 
Till  in  the  ferry-boat  we  loll'd  at  ease  : 
Nor  did  we  long  on  Neptune's  empire  float  ; 
For  scarce  ten  posting  minutes  were  elaps'd 
Till  we  again  on  Terra  Firma  stood, 
And  to  M'Laren's  march'd,  wheore  roagted  Iamb> 
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With  cooling  lettuce,  crown'd  otir  social  board. 
Here  too  the.  cheering  glass,  chief  foe  to  cares  ! 
Went  briskly  round  ;  and  many  a  virgin  fair 
JReceiv'd  our  homage  in  a  bumper  full. 

Thus  having  sacrific'd  a  jocund  hour, 
To  smiling  Mirth,  we  quit  the  happy  scene, 
And  mov^  progressive  to  Edina's  walls. 

Now  still  returning  eve  •  creep  d  gradual  6ii> 
And  the  bright  sun,  as  weary  of  .the  sky  ; 
Beam'd  forth  a  languid  occidental  ray  ; 
"Whose  ruby-tmctur'd  radiance  faintly  gleam'd 
Upon  the  airy  cliffs  and  distant  spires, 
That  float  on  the  horizon's  utmost  verge. 
So  we,  with  fessive  joints  and  ling'ring  pace, 
Mov'd  slowly  on,  and  did  not  reach  the  town 
Till  Phoebus  had  unyok'd  his  prancing  steeds, 
VOL.  I.  Y 
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Ye  sons  of  Caledonia  !  who  delight, 
With  all  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  state,, 
To  roll  along  in  gilded  affluence,, 
For  one  short  moment  wean  your  thoughts  from 

theae, 

And  list  this  humble  strain. — If  you,  like  us, 
Could  brare  the  angry  waters,  be  uprous'd 
By  the  first  salutation  to  the  morn 
Paid  by  the  watchful  cock.;  or  -be  cornpell'd 
On  foot  to  wander  o'er  the  lonely  plain 
For  twenty  tedious  miles ;  then  should  the  gout 
With  all  his  racking  pangs  forsake  your  frame ; 
For  he  delights  not  to  traverse  the  field,' 
Or  rugged  steep,  but  prides  him  to  recline 
On  the  luxuriance  of  velvet  fold, 
Where  Indolence  on  purple  sopha  lolls. 


THE 

CANONGATE  PLAY-HOUSE 
IN  RUINS. 

A  BURLESQUE 


\  E  few  whose  feeling  hearts  are  ne'er  estrang'tl 
From  soft  emotions  !  —  Ye  who  often  wear 
The  eye  of  Pity,  and  oft  vent  her  sighs1, 
When  sad  Melpomene,  in  woe-fraught  strains, 
Gains  entrance  to  the  breast  ;  or  often  smile 
When'  brisk  Thalia  gaily  trips  along 
Scenes  of  enlivening  mirth,  attend  my  song  ! 
And  Fancy,  thou  !  whose  ever-flaming  light 
Can  penetrate  into  the  dark  abyss 
Of  chaos  and  of  hell:  O!  with  thy  blazing  torch 
The  wasteful  scene  illumine,  that  the  Muse 
With  daring  pinions,  may  her  flight  pursue, 
Nor  with  timidity  be  known  to  soar  , 
O'er  the  tjnatric  world,  to  chaos  cbangU 
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Can  I  contemplate  on  those  dreary  scenes 
Of  mouldering  desolation,  and  forbid 
The  voice  elegiac,  and  the  falling  tear! 
No  more  from  box  to  box  the  basket  pil'd 
With  oranges  as  radiant  as  the  spheres, 
Shall  with  their  luscious  virtues  charm  the  sense 
Of  taste  and  smell.     No  more  the  gaudy  beao>. 
With  handkerchief  in  lavender  well  drench' d, 
Or  bergamot,  or  rose  rvatero  pure, 
With  flaveriferous  sweets  shall  chace  away 
The  pestilential  fumes  of  vulgar  cits, 
Who,  in  impatience  for  the  curtain's  rise, 
Amus'd  the  ling'ring  moments,  and  apply'd 
Thirst-quenching  porter  to  their  parched  lips, 

Alas,  how  sadly  altered  is  the  scene  ! 
For  lo  !  those  sacred  walls,  that  late  were  brusluL 
By  rustling  silks  and  waving  capuchines, 
Are  now  become  the  sport  of  wrinkled  Time* 
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Those  walls,  that  late  have  echo'd  to  the  voice 
Of  stern  King  Richard,  to  the  seat  transform'^ 
Of  crawling  spiders  and  detested  moths, 
Who  in  the  lonely  crevices  reside ; 
Or  gender  in  the  beams,  that  have  upheld 
Gods,  demi-gods,  and  all  the  joyous  crew 
Of  thund'rers  in  the  galleries  above*. 

O  Shakespeare!  where  are  all  thy  tinsell'd  king3> 
Thy  fawning  courtiers,  and  thy  waggish  clowns  ? 
WThere  all  thy  fairies,  spirits,  witches,  fiends, 
That  here  have  gambol'd  in  nocturnal  sport,. 
Round  the  lone  oak,  or  sunk  in  fear  away 
From  the  shrill  summons  of  the  cock  at  morrr  ? 
Where  now  the  temples,  palaces,  and  tow'rs  ? 
Where  now  the  groves-  that  ever-verdant  smil'd  ? 
Where  now  the  streams  that  never  ceas'd  to  flow? 
Where  now  the  clouds,  the  rains,  the  hails,  the  winds, 
The  thunders,  lightnings,  and  the  tempests  strong! 
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Here  shepherds,  lolling  in  their  woven  bow'rs, 
In  dull  recitalivo  often  sung 
Their  loves,  accompanied  with  clangour  strong 
From  horns,  from  trumpets,  clarinets,  bassoons  ; 
From  violinos  sharp,  or  droning  bass, 
Or  the  brisk  tinkling  of  a  harpsichord.. 

Such  is  thy  pow'r,  O  Music !  such  thy  fame 
That  it  has  fabled  been,  how  foreign  song, 
Soft  issuing  from  Tenducci's  slender  throat, 
Has  drawn  a  plaudit  from  the  gods  enthron'd. 
Round  the  empyreum  of  Jove  himself, 
High  seated  on  Olympus'  airy  top. 
Nay,  that  his  fev'rous  voice  was  known  to  soothe 
The  shrill  ton'd  prating  of  the  female's  tongues, 
Who,  in  obedience  to  the  lifeless  song, 
^11  prostrate  fell,  all  fainting  dy'd  away 
In  silent  ecstasies  of  passing  joy. 

Ye  who  oft  wander  by  the  silver  light 
Of  sister  Luna? — or  to  church-yard's 
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Or  cypress  shades,  if  Chance  should  guide  your  steps 
To  this  sad  mansion,  think  not  that  you  tifead 
Unconsecrated  paths  j  for  on  this  ground 
Have  holy  streams  been  pour'd,  and  flow'rei» 

strew'd ; 

While  many  a  kingly  diadem,  1  ween, 
Lies  useless  here  entomb'd,  with  heaps  of  coin 
Stampt  in  theatric  mint ;  offenceless  gold  1 
That  carried  not  persuasion  in  its  hue, 
To  tutor  mankind  in  their  evil  ways. 
After  a  lengthen' d  series  of  years, 
When  the  unhallow'd  spade  shall  discompose 
This  mass  of  earth,  then  relics  shall  be  found, 
Which,  or  for  gems  of  worth,  or  Roman  coins, 
Well  may  obtrude  on  antiquary's  eye. 
Ye  spouting  blades  !  regard  this  ruin'd  fane, 
And  nightly  come  within  those  naked  walls, 
To  shed  the  tragic  tear.     Full  many  a  drop 
Of  precious  inspiration  have  you  suck 'd 
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From  its  dramatic  sources.     O  !  look  kere 
Uporf  this  roofless  and  forsaken  pile, 
And  stalk  in  pensive  sorrow  o'er  the  ground 
Where  you've  beheld  so  many  noble  scene's. 

Thus,  when  the  mariner  to  foreign  clime 
His  bark  conveys,  where  odoriferous  gales, 
And  orange-groves,  and  love-inspiring  wine, 
Have  oft  repaid  his  toil ;  if  earthquake  dire, 
With  hollow  groanings  and  convulsive  pangs, 
The  ground  hath  rent,  and  all  those  beauties  foil'd. 
Will  he  refrain  to  shed  the  grateful  drop, 
A  tribute  justly  due  (tho*  seldom  paid) 
To  the  blest  memory  of  happier  time's-? 


FASHION. 


Bred  up  where  discipline  most  rare  is, 

In  Military  Garden  Paris.  HUDIBRAS. 


vJ  Nature,  parent  goddess !  at  thy  shrine, 
Prone  to  the  earth,  the  Muse,  in  humble  song, 
Thy  aid  implores  !  Nor  will  she  wing  her  flight 
Till  thou,  bright  form  !  in  thy  effulgence  pure, 
Deign'st  to  look  down  upon  her  lowly  state, 
And  shed  thy  pow'rful  influence  benign. 

.Come  then,  regardless  of  vain  Fashion's  fools, 
Of  all  those  vile  enormities  of  shape 
That  crowd  the  world,  and  with  thee  bring 
Wisdom  in  sober  contemplation  clad, 
'To  lash  those  bold  usurpers  from. the  stage., 

VOL.  I.  Z 
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On  that  bless'd  spot  where  the  Parisian  dome 
To  fools  the  stealing  hand  of  Time  displays, 
FASHION  her  empire  holds,  a  goddess  great  ! 
View  her  amidst  the  Millinarian  train 
On  a  resplendent  throne  exalted  high, 
Strangely  diversified  with  gewgaw  forms. 
Her  busy  hand  glides  pleasurably  o'er 
The  darling  novelties,  the  trinkets  rare 
That  greet  the  sight  of  the  admiring  dames, 
Whose  dear-bought  treasures  o'er  their  native  isle 
Contagious  spread,  infect  the  wholesome  air 
That  cherish'd  vigour  in  Britannia's  sons. 

Near  this  proud  seat  of  Fashion's  antic  form 
A  sphere  revolves,  on  whose  bright  orb  behold 
The  circulating  mode  of  changeful  dress, 
Which,  like  the  image  of  the  sun  himself, 
Glories  in  coursing  throf  the  diverse  signs 
Which  blazon  in  the  zodiac 
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Around  her  throne  coquettes  and  petiis  beaux 
Unnumber'd  shine,  and  with  each  other  vie 
In  nameless  ornaments  and  gaudy  plumes. 
O  worthy  emulation  !  to  excel 
In  trifles  such  as  these:  haw  truly  great  ! 
Unworthy  of  the  peevish  blubbering  boy, 
Crush'd  in  his  childhood  by  the  fondling  nurse, 
Who,  for  some  favourite  bawble,  frets  and  pines, 

Amongst  the  proud  attendants  of  this  shrine, 
The  wealthy,  young,  and  gay  Clarinda,  draws 
From  poorer  objects  the  astonish'd  eye. 
Her  looks,  her  dress,  and  her  affected  mein, 
Speak  her  enthusiast  keen  in  Fashion's  train,, 
White  as  the  cover'd  Alps,  or  wintry  face 
Of  snowy  Lapland,  her  toupee  uprear'd, 
Exhibits  to  the  view  a  cumbrous  mass 
Of  curls  high  nodding  o'er  her  .polish'd  brow  ; 
From  which  redundant  flows  the  Brussels'  lace, 
With  pendant  ribbons,  too,  of  various  dye, 
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Where  all  the  colours  in  th'  ethereal  bow 
Unite,  and  blend,  and  tantalize  the  sight. 

Nature  !  to  thee  albne,  not  Fashion's  pomp, 
Does  Beauty  owe  her  all-commanding  eye. 
From  the  green  bosom  of  the  wat'ry  main, 
Array'd  by  thee,  majestic  Venus  rose, 
With  waving  ringlets  carelessly  diffus'd, 
Floating  luxurious  o'er  the  restless  surge. 
What  Rubens,  then,  with  his  enliv'ning  hand> 
Could  paint  the  bright  vermillion  of  her  cheek, 
Pure  as  the  roseate  portal  of  the  east, 
That  opens  to  receive  the  cheering  ray 
Of  Phoebus  beaming  from  the  orient  sky  ! 
For  sterling  Beauty  needs  no  faint  essays, 
Or  colourings  of  art,  to  gild  her  more  :— 
She  is  alUperfect.  —  And  if  beauty  fail, 
Where  are  those  ornaments,  those  rich  attires. 
Which  can  reflect  a  lustre  on  that  face, 
Where  she  with  light  innate  disdains  to  shine  ? 
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Britons  !  beware  «f  Fashion's  luring  wiles  : 
On  either  hand,  chief  guardians  of  her  power, 
And  sole  dictators  of  her  fickle  voice, 
Folly  and  dull  Effeminacy  reign  ; 
Whose  blackest  magic  and  unhallow'd  spells 
The  Roman  ardour  check'd ;  their  strength  decay 'd, 
And  all  their  glory  scatter'd  to  the  winds. 

Tremble,  O  Albion  !  for  the  voice  of  Fate 
Seems  ready  to  decree  thy  after  fall. 
By  pride,  by  luxury,  what  fated  ills, 
Unheeded,  have  approach'd  thy  mortal  frame ! 
How  many  foreign  weeds  their -heads  have  reared 
In  thy  fair  garden !  Hasten,  ere  their  strength. 
And  baneful  vegetation  taint  the  soil, 
To  root  out  rank  disease>  which  soon  must  spread, 
If  no  bless'd  antidote  will  purge  away 
Fashion's  proud  minions  from  our  sea-girt. isle. •;. 


A  BURLESQUE  ELEGY, 

ON    THE 

AMPUTATIONOFA  STUDENT'S  HAIR, 

BEFORE    HIS    ORDERS. 


v/  SAD  catastrophe  I  O  event  dire  ! 

How  shall  the  loss,  the  heavy  loss  be  borne  ? 
Or  how  the  Muse  attune  the  plaintive  lyre, 

To  sing  of  Sirephon  with  his  ringlets  shorn  ? 

Say  ye,  who  can  divine  the  mighty  cause, 

From  whence  this  modern  circumcision  springs  ? 

Why  such  oppressive  and  such  rigid  laws 
Are  still  attendant  on  religious  things  ? 

Alas  !  poor  Strephori,  to  the  stern  decree 
Which  prunes  your  tresses,  are  you  doom'd  to 
yield? 
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Soon  shall  your  caput,  like  the  blasted  tree, 
Diffuse  its  faded  honours  o'er  the  field. 

Now  let  the  solemn  sounds  of  mourning  swell. 
And  wake  sad  echoes  to  prolong  the  layy 

For  hark !  methinks  I  hear  the  tragic  knell ; 
This  hour  bespeaks  the  barber  on  his  way. 

O  razor!  yet  thy  poignant  edge  suspend; 

O  yet  indulge  me  with  a  short  delay ; 
Till  I  once  more  pourtray  nay  youthful  friend, 

Ere  his  proud  locks  are  scatterd  on  the  clay. 

Ere  the  huge  wig,  in  formal  curls  array 'd, 

With  pulvile  pregnant,  shall  o'ershade  his  face; 

Or,  like  the  wide  umbrella,  lend  its  aid, 
To  banish  lustre  from  the  sacred  jplace. 

Mourn,  O  ye  zephyrs !  for,  alas !  no  more 
-  His  waving  ringlets  shall  your  call  obey  5 
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For,  ah !  the  stubborn  wig  must  now  be  wore, 
Since  StrephoJis  locks  are  scatter'd  on  the  clay. 

Amanda,  too,  in  bitter  anguish  sighs, 
And  grieves  the  metamorphosis  to  see ; 

Mourn  not,  Amanda,  for  the  hair  that  lies 
Dead  on  the  ground  shall  be  reviv'd  for  thee. 

Some  skilful  artist  of  a  French  frizeur, 

With  graceful  ringlets  shall  thy  temples  bind, 

And  cull  the  precious  relics  from  the  floor, 
Which  yet  may  flutter  in  the  wanton  wind. 


WRITTEN 

AT  THE 

HERMITAGE  OF  BRAID, 

NEAR  EDINBURGH. 

\\  OLJLD  you  relish  a  rural  retreat, 
Or  the  pleasure  the  groves  can  inspire, 

The  city's  allurements  forget, — 
To  this  spot  of  enchantment  retire. 

Where  a  valley,  and  crystalline  brook, 
Whose  current  glides  sweetly  along, 

^Give  Nature  a  fanciful  look, 

The  beautiful  woodlands  among. 

Behold  the  umbrageous  trees 

A  covert  of  verdure  have  spread, 

Where  shepherds  may  loll  at  their  ease> 
And  pipe  to  the  musical  shade. 
^OL.  I.  A  a 


192      THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OP 

*%%. •*.V^.*-*'V^.V»V».**.%^»»-»'VV»V^.'»  %*•%.•«.».*»•»%.*.•». *,».».-»  V*.'V«.'V»V-». 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  HERMITAGE  OF  BRAID. 

*.«•%.  VX-kV-bV*  •»-%%•«.*.-».  V^V»V»V*V»**v^%^».«.-»,-».>.^V«.-».-..*kX»*».%» 

For,  lo !  thro*  each  op'ning  is  heard, 

In  concert  with  waters  below, 
The  voice  of  a  musical  bird, 

Whose  numbers  do  gracefully  flow. 

The  bushes  and  arbours  so  green, 
The  tendrils  of  spray  interwove, 

With  foliage  shelter  the  scene, 
And  form  a  retirement  for  love. 

Here  Venus  transported  may  rove 
From  pleasure  to  pleasure  unseen, 

Nor  wish  for  the  Cyprian  grove 
Her  youthful  Adonis  to  screen. 

Oft  let  me  contemplative  dwell 

On  a  scene  where  such  beauties  appear ; 
I  could  live  in  a  cot  or  a  cell, 
•  And  never  think  solitude  near. 


A  TALE. 


THOSE  rigid  pedagogues  and  fools, 

Who  walk  by  self-invented  rules, 

Do  often  try,  with  empty  head, 

The  emptier  mortals  to  mislead, 

And  fain  would  urge,  that  none  but  they  . 

Could  rightly  teach  the  A,  B,  C ; 

On  which  they've  got  an  endless  comment, 

To  trifling  minds  of  mighty  moment, 

Throwing  such  barriers  in  the  way  , 

Of  those  who  genius  display, 

As  often,  ah  !  too  often  teaze 

Them  out  of  patience,  and  of  fees, 

Before  they're  able  to  explode 

Obstructions  thrown  on  Learning's  road. 

May  mankind  all  employ  their  tools 

To  banish  pageantry  from  schools ! 
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And  may  each  pedagogue  avail, 
By  list'ning  to  the  after  tale ! 

Wise  Mr.  Birch  had  long  intended 
The  alphabet  should  be  amended, 
And  taught  that  H  a  breathing  was., 
Ergo  he  saw  no  proper  cause, 
Why  such  a  letter  should  exist : 
Thus  in  a  breath  was  he  dismissed, 
With,  "  O  beware,  beware,  O  youth ! 
"  Take  not  the  villain  in  your  mouth»': 

One  day  this  alphabetic  sinner 
Was  eager  to  devour  his  dinner, 
When  to  appease  the  craving  glutton,. 
His  boy  Tom  produced  the  mutton. 
Was  such  disaster  ever  told  ? 
Alas  !  the  meat  was  deadly  cold  ! 
Here  take  and  h— eat  it,  says  the  master; 
Quoth  Tom,  that  shall  be  done,  and  fast,  Sir ; 
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And  few  there  are,  who  will  dispute  it ; 
But  he  went  instantly  about  it ; 
For  Birch  had  scorn'd  the  H  to  say, 
And  blew  him  with  a  ptiff  away, 

The  bell  was  rung  with  Jread  alarm  ; 
"  Bring  me  the  mutton,  is  it  warm  ?" 
Sir  you  desird,  and  I  have  cat  it ; 
<f  You  lie,  my  orders  were  to  heat  it." 
Quoth  Tom,  I'll  readily  allow 
That  H  is  but  a  breathing  now. 


THE 

PEASANT,  HEN,  AND  YOUNG  DUCKS, 
A  FABLE. 


J\  Hen,  of  all  the  dunghill  crew 
The  fairest,  stateliest  to  view, 
Of  laying  tir'd,  she  fondly  begs 
Her  keeper's  leave  to  hatch  her  eggs. 
He,  dunnM  with  the  incessant  cry, 
Was  forc'd  for  peace'  sake  to  comply  :— 
And,  in  a  month,  the  downy  brood 
Came  chirping  round  the  hen  for  food, 
Who  view'd  them  with  parental  eyes 
Of  pleasing  fondness  and  surprise, 
And  was  not  at  a  loss  to  trace 
Her  likeness  growing  in  their  face  ; 
Tho'  the  broad  bills  could  well  declare 
That  they  another's  offspring  were : 
So  strong  will  prejudices  blind, 
And  lead  astray  the  easy  mind . 
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To  the  grten  margin  of  the  brook 
The  hen  her  fancy' d  children  took; 
Each  young  one  shakes  his  unfledg'd  wings, 
And  to  the  flood  by  instinct  springs  : 
With  willing  strokes  they  gladly  swim, 
Or  dive  into  the  glassy  stream, 
While  the  fond  mother  vents  her  grief, 
And  prays  the  peasant's  kind  relief. 
The  peasant  heard  the  bitter  cries. 
And  thus  in  terms  of  rage  replies  : 
"  You  fool !  give  o'er  your  useless  moan., 
«  Nor  mourn  misfortunes  not  your  own ; 
*'  But  learn  in  wisdom  to  forsake 
"  The  offspring  of  the  duck  and  drake." 
To  whom  the  hen,  with  angry  crest 
And  scornful  look,  herself  addrest : 
fe  If  reason  were  my  constant  guide, 
"  (Of  man  the  ornament  and  pride) 
fe  Then  should  I  boast  a  cruel  heart, 
"•  That  feels  not  for  another's  smart ; 
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"  But  since  poor  I,  by  instinct  blind, 
<f  Can  boast  no  feelings  so  refin'd, 
"  'Tis  hop'd  your  reason  will  excuse, 
"  Tho'  I  your  counsel  sage  refuse, 
"  And  from  the  perils  of  the  flood 
"  Attempt  to  save  another's  brood." 

MORAL. 

When  Pity,  gen'rous  nymph  !  possess'd-, 

And  mov'd  at  will  the  human  breast, 

No  tongue  its  distant  sufferings  told, 

But  she  assisted,  she  condol'd> 

And  willing  bore  her  tender  part 

In  all  the  feelings  of  the  heart : 

But  now  from  her  our  hearts  decoy 'd> 

To  sense  of  others'  woes  destroy'd, 

Act  only  from  a  selfish  view, 

Nor  give  the  aid  to  pity  due. 


TO    THE    MEMORY    OF 

JOHN  CUNNINGHAM,  POET. 


Sing  his  praises  that  doth  keep 

Our  flocks  from  harm; 
Pan,  the  father  of  our  sheep  : 

And,  arm  in  arm, 
Tread  ive  softly  in  a  round 
While  the  hollow  neighboring  ground 
Fills  the  music  with  her  sound. 

BEAUMONT  AND  FLETCHER. 


j_  E  mournful  meanders  and  groves, 
Delight  of  the  Muse  and  her  song  ! 

Ye  grottos  and  dropping  alcoves, 
No  strangers  to  Corydon's  tongue  ! 

Let  each  Sylvan  and  Dryad  declare 
His  themes  and  his  music  how  clear  ' 

Their  plaints  and  their  dirges  prepare, 
Attendant  on  Corydon's  bier, 
VOL.  I.  B  b 
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The  Echo  that  join'd  in  the  lay, 

So  amorous,  sprightly,  and  free, 
Shall  send  forth  the  sounds  of  dismay, 

And  sigh  with  sad  pity  for  thee. 

Wild  wander  his  flocks  with  the  breeze  ; 

His  reed  can  no  longer  control  ; 
His  numbers  no  longer  can  please, 

Or  send  kind  relief  to  the  soul. 

But  long  may  they  wander  and  bleat  ; 

To  hills  tell  the  tale  of  their  woe  ; 
The  woodlands  the  tale  shall  repeat, 

And  the  waters  shall  mournfully  flow. 

For  these  were  the  haunts  of  his  love, 

The  sacred  retreats  of  his  ease, 
Where  favourite  Fancy  would  rove., 
As  wanton,  as  light  as  the  breeze 
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Her  zone  will  discolour'd  appear, 

With  fanciful  ringlets  unbound  ; 
A  face  pale  and  languid  she'll  wear ; 

A  heart  fraught  with  sorrow  profound. 

The  reed  of  each  shepherd  will  mourn; 

The  shades  of  Parnassus  decay  : 
The  Muses  will  dry  their  sad  urn, 

Since  'reft  of  young  Corydon's  lay. 

To  him  ev'ry  passion  was  known 

That  throbb'd  in  the  breast  with  desire; 

Each  gentle  affection  was  shewn 

In  the  soft-sighing  songs  of  his  lyre. 

Like  the  carolling  thrush  on  the  spray, 

In  music  soft  warbling  and  wild, 
To  i  love  was  devoted  each  lay, 

In  ^accents  pathetic  and  mild 
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Let  Beauty  arid  Virtue  revere, 

And  the  songs  of  the  shepherd  approve. 
Who  felt,  who  lamented  the  snare, 

When  repining  at  pitiless  love. 

The  summer  but  languidly  gleams  ; 

Pomona  no  comfort  can  bring ; 
Nor  valleys,  nor  grottos,  nor  streams, 

Nor  the  May-born  flow'rets  of  Spring 

They've  fled  all  with  Corydon's  Muse, 
For  his  brows  to  form  chaplets  of  woe  • 

Whose  reed  oft  awaken'd  their  boughs, 
As  the  whispering  breezes  that  blow, 

To  many  a  fanciful  spring 

His  lyre  was  melodiously  strung  , 

While  fairies  and  fawns,  in  a  ring, 

Have  applauded  the  swain  as  he  sung. 


ROBERT  FERGUSSON.  2OS 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  JOHN  CUNNINGHAM,  POET. 


To  the  cheerful  he  usher' d  his  smiles  ; 

To  the  woeful  his  sigh  and  his  tear ; 
A  condoler  with  Want  and  her  toils, 

When  the  voice  of  Oppression  was  near. 

Tho*  titles  and  wealth  were  his  due  ; 

Tho'  Fortune  denied  his  reward  ; 
Yet  Truth  and  Sincerity  knew 

What  the  goddess  would  never  regard. 

Avails  aught  the  generous  heart, 
Which  Nature  to  goodness  design'd^ 

If  Fortune  denies  to  impart 
Her  kindly  relief  to  the  mind  ? 

Twas  but  faint  the  relief  to  dismay, 
The  cells  of  the  wretched  among  ; 

Tho'  Sympathy  sung  in  the  lay  ; 
Tho'  melody  fell  from  his  tongue*. 
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Let  the  favour'd  of  Fortune  attend 
To  the  ails  of  the  wretched  and  poor : 

Tho'  Corydon's  lays  could  befriend, 
'Tis  riches  alone  that  can  cure. 

But  they  to  compassion  are  dumb  ; 

To  pity  their  voices  unknown ; 
Near  sorrow  they  never  can  come, 

Till  misfortune  has  mark'd  them  her  own. 

Now  the  shades  of  the  ev'ning  depend  ; 

Each  warbler  is  lull'd  on  the  spray  ; 
The  cypress  doth  ruefully  bend 

Where  reposes  the  shepherd's  cold  clay.    . 

Adieu,  then,  the  songs  of  the  swain  : 
Let  Peace  still  attend  on  his  shade  ; 

And  his  pipe,  that  is  dumb  to  his  strain, 
In  the  grave  be  with  Corydon  laid. 


THE 


DELIGHTS  OF  VIRTUJv 


RETURNING  Morn  in  orient  blush  array '4 
With  gentle  radiance  hail'd  the  sky  serene ; 

No  rustling  breezes  wav'd  the  verdant  shade, 
Nor  swelling  surge  disturbed  the  azure  main. 

These  moments,  Meditation,  sure  are  thine ; 

These  are  the  halcyon  joys  you  wish  to  find, 
When  Nature's  peaceful  elements  combine 

To  suit  the  calm  composure  of  the  mind. 

The  Muse,  exalted  by  thy  sacred  pow'r, 

To  the  green  mountain's  air-born  summit  flew, 

;Charm'd  with  the  thoughtful  stillness  of  an  hour, 
That  usher'd  beaming  Fancy  to  her 
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Fresh  from  old  Neptune's  fluid  mansion  sprung 
The  sun,  reviver  of  each  drooping  flow'r  ; 

At  his  approach  the  lark,  with  matin  song, 
In  notes  of  gratitude  confess'd  his  pow'r. 

So  shines  fair  Virtue,  shedding  light  divine, 
On  those  who  wish'd  to  profit  by  her  ways ; 

Who  ne'er  at  parting  with  their  vice  repine, 
To  taste  the  comforts  of  her  blissful  rays. 

She  with  fresh  hopes  each  sorrow  can  beguile. 
Can  dissipate  Adversity's  stern  gloom, 

Make  meagre  Poverty  contented  smile, 

And  the  sad  wretch  forget  his  hapless  doom. 

Sweeter  than  shady  groves  in  summer's  pride, 
Than  flow'ry  dales  or  grassy  meads  is  she  : 

Delighted  as  the  honey'd  streams  that  glide 
From  the  rich  labours  of  the  busy  bee. 
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Her  paths  and  alleys  are  for  ever  green  ; 

There  Innocence,  in  snowy  roles  array'd, 
With  smiles  of  pure  content  is  haiiM  the  queea 

And  happy  mistress  of  the  sacred  shade. 

O  let  not  transient  gleams  of  earthly  joy 
From  Virtue  lure  your  laboring  Steps  aside  ; 

Nor  instant  grandeur  future  hopes  annoy 

With  thoughts  that  spring  from  Insolence  and 
Pride. 

Soon  will  the  winged  moments  speed  away 
When  you'll  no  more  the  plumes  of  honour  wear: 

Grandeur  must  shudder  at  the  sad  decay, 

And  Pride  look  humble  when  he  ponders  there. 

Depriv'd  of  Virtue,  where  is  Beauty's  pow'r  ? 
Her  dimpled  smiles,  her  roses  charm  no  more. 
VOL,  L  €  c 
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So  much  can  guilt  the  loveliest  form  deflow'r  : — 
We  loathe  that  beauty  which  we  lov'd  before. 

How  fair  are  Virtue's  buds,  where'er  they  blow, 
Or  in  the  desert  wild,  or  garden  gay  ! 

Her  flowers  how  sacred,  wheresoe'er  they  shew; 
Unknown  to  killing  canker  and  decay  ! 


A  TAVERN  ELEGY. 

I*-  LED  are  the  moments  of  delusive  Mirth, 
The  fancy 'd  pleasure  !  paradise  divine  ! 

Hush'd  are  the  clamours  that  derive  their  birth 
From  gen'rous  floods  of  soul-reviving  wine. 

Still  night  and  silence  now  succeed  the  noise  ; 

The  ebbing  tides  of  passion  rage  no  more  ; 
But  all  is  peaceful  as  the  ocean's  voice 

When  breezeless  waters  kiss  the  silent  shore. 

Here  stood  the  juice  whose  care-controuling  powers 
Could  every  human  misery  subdue, 

And  wake  to  sportive  joy  the  lazy  hours, 
That  to  the  languid  senses  hateful  grew. 

Attracted  by  the  magic  of  the  bowl, 
Around  the  swelling  brim  in  full  array 

The  glasses  circl'd,  as  the  planets  roll, 

And  hail  with  borrowed  light  the  god  of  day. 
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Here  Music,  the  delight  of  moments  gay, 

Bade  the  unguarded  tongues  their  motions  cease 

And  with  a  mirthful,  a  melodious  lay, 

Aw'd  the  fell  voice  of  Discord  into  Peace. 

These  are  the  joys  that  virtue  must  approve, 
While  reason  shines  with  maje3ty  divine, 

Ere  our  ideas  in  disorder  move, 

And  sad  excess  against  the  soul  combine. 

What  evils  have  not  frenzy 'd  mortal*  done 
By  wine,  that  ignis  fatuus  of  the  mind  ! 

How  many  by  its  force  to  vice  are  won, 
Since  first  ordain'd  to  tantalize  mankind  ! 

By  Bacchus'  pow'r,  ye  sons  of  riot !  say, 
How  many  watchful  sentinels  have  bled ! 

How  many  travellers  have  lost  their  way, 
By  lamps  unguided  thro*  the.  evening  shade  I 
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O  spare  those  friendly  twinklers  of  the  night ! 

Let  no  rude  cane  their  hallow'd  orbs  assail ! 
For  cowardice  alone  condemns  the  light, 

That  shews  her  countenance  aghast  and  pale.- 

Now  the  short  taper  warns  me  to  depart 
Ere  darkness  shall  assume  his  dreary  sway; 

Ere  solitude  fall  heavy  on  my  heart, 

That  lingers  for  the  fair  approach  of  day. 

Who  would  not  vindicate  the  happy  doom 
To  be  for  ever  numbered  with  the  dead, 

Rather  than  bear  the  miserable  gloom, 

When  all  his  comfort,  all  his  friends  are  fled  ? 

Bear  me,  ye  gods !  where  I  may  calmly  rest 
From  all  the  follies  of  the  night  secure ; 

The  balmy  blessings  of  Repose  to  taste, 
Nor  hear  the  tongue  of  outrage  at  my  door. 


GOOD  EATING. 

HEAR,  O  ye  host  of  Epicurus  !  hear  ! 
Each  portly  form,  whose  overhanging  paunch 
Can  well  denote  the  all-transcendant  joy 
That  springs  unbounded  from  fruition  full 
Of  rich  repast ;  to  you  I  consecrate 
The  song  adventurous  ;  happy  if  the  Muse 
Can  cook  the  numbers  to  your  palates  keen, 
Or  send  but  half  the  relish  with  her  song, 
That  smoking  sirloins  to  your  souls  convey. 

Hence  now,  ye  standings  wan  !  whose  empty 

wombs 

Oft  echo  to  the  hollow  murmVing  tones- 
Of  hunger  fell. — Avaunt,  ye  base  born  hinds  ! 
Whose  fates  unkind  ne'er  destin'd  you  to  gorge 
The  banquet  rare,  or  wage  a  pleasing  war 
With  the  delicious  morsels  of  the  earth. 
To  you  I  sing  not :  for,  alas  !  what  pain, 


I? 

I 

I 


f 
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What  tantalizing  tortures  would  ensue, 
To  aid  the  force  of  Famine's  sharpest  tooth, 
Were  I  to  breathe  my  accent  s  in  your  ear  ! 

Hail,  Roast  Beef!    monarch  of  the  festive 
throng, 

To  hunger's  bane  the  strongest  antidote  ; 
Come,  and  with  all  thy  rage-appeasing  sweets 
Our  appetites  allay  !  for,  or  attended 
By  root  Hibernian,  or  plumb-pudding  rare, 
Still  thou  art  welcome  to  the  social  board, 
Say,  can  the  spicy  gales  from  Orient  blown, 
Or  zephyr's  wing,  that  from  the  orange  groves 
Brushes  the  breeze,  with  rich  perfumes  replete, 
More  aromatic  or  reviving  smell 
To  nostrils  bring  ?    Or  can  the  glassy  streams 
Of  Pactolus,  that  o'er  its  golden  sands 
Delightful  glide,  thy  luscious  drops  outvie, 
That  from  thy  sides  embrown'd  unnumber'd  fall? 
Behold,  at  thy  approach,  what  smiles  serene 
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Beam  from  the  ravish'd  guests  ! — Still  are  their 

tongues, 

While  they  with  whetted  instruments  prepare 
For  deep  incision.— Now  the  abscess  bleeds, 
And  the  devouring  band,  with  stomach's  keet), 
And  glutting  rage,  thy  beauteous  form   destroy, 
Leave  you  a  marrowless  skeleton  and  bare, 
A  prey  to  dunghills,  or  vexatious  sport 
Of  torrent  rushing  from  defilement's  urns, 
That  o'er  the  city's  flinty  pavement  hurls. 

So  fares  it  with  the  man,  whose  pow'rful  pelf 
Once  could  command  respect.     Caress'd  by  all, 
His  bounties  were  as  lavish  as  the  hand 
Of  yellow  Ceres,  till  his  stores  decay'd, 
And  then  (O  dismal  tale  !)  those  precious  drops 
Of  flatt'ry  that  bedew'd  his  spring  of  fortune, 
Leave  the  sad  winter  of  his  state  so  fall'n, 
Nor  nurse  the  thorn  from  which  they  ne'er  canhdpe 
Again  to  pluck  the  odour-dropping  rose  ! 
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For  thee,  Roast  Beef!  in  variegated  shapes,, 
Have  mortals-  toil'd.  —  The  sailor  sternly  -braves 
The  strength  of  Boreas,  and  exulting  stands 
Upon  the  sea-wash'd  deck  —  with  hopes  irispir'd 
Of  yet  indulging  in  thy  wish'd  for  sweets, 
He  smiles  amidst  the  dangers  that  surround  him  ! 
Cheerful  he  steers  to  cold  forbidden  climes, 
Or  to  the  torrid  zone  explores  .his  way. 

Be  kind.,  ye  Pow'rs  !  and  still  propitious  send 
This  paragon  of  feeding  to  our  halls. 
With  this  regal'd.  who  would  vain  glorious  wish 
For  tow'ring  pyramids  superbly  crown'd, 
With  jetties,  syllabubs,  or  ice  creams  rare  ? 
These  can  amuse  the  eye  and  may  bestow 
A  snort  liv'd-pleasure  to  a  palate  strange  ; 
But,  for  a  moment's  pleasure,  who  would  venti 
A  life-time  that  would  else  be  spent  in  joy 
VQL  I.  D  tl 
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For  hateful  foathifigs  and  for  gouty  rheums, 
Ever  preceded  by  indulg'd  excess  ? 

Blest  be  those  walls  where  Hospitality 
And  welcome  reign  at  large  !  there  may  you  oft 
Of  social  cheer  partake,  and  love  and  joy, 
Pleasures  that  to  the  human  mind  convey 
Ideal  pictures  of  the  bliss  supreme : 
But  near  the  gate  where  Parsimony  dwells, 
Where  Ceremony  cool,  and  brow  austere, 
Confront  the  guests,  ne'er  let  thy  foot  approach  \ 
For,  void  of  kind  benev'lence,  heav'nly  virtue  ! 
What  is  life's  garden  but  a  devious  wild, 
Thro"  which  the  traveller  must  pass  forlorn, 
Unguided  by  the  aid  of  Friendship's  ray  ? 
Rather,  if  Poverty  hold  converse  with  thee, 
To  the  lone  garret's  lofty  bield  ascend, 
Or  dive  to  some  sad  cell ;  there  have  recourse 
To  meagre  offals,  where,  though  $maH  thy  far* 
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Freedom  shall  wing  thee  to  a  purer  joy 

Than  banquets  with  superfluous  dainties  crown'd 

Mix'd  with  reserve  and  coolness,  can  afford. 

But,  if  your  better  fortunes  have  prepar'd 
Your  purse  with  ducats,  and  with  health  thy  frame 
Assemble,  friends  !  and  to  the  tavern  straight, 
Where  the  officious  waiter,  bending  low, 
Is  passive  to  a  fault.   Then,  nor  the  Signior  grand 
Or  Russia's  Empress,  signaliz'd  for  war, 
Can  govern  with  more  arbitrary  sway. 

Ye  who  for  health,  for  exercise,  for  air, 
Oft  saunter  from  Edina's  smoke-cap'd  spires., 
And,  by  the  grassy  hill  or  dimpl'd  brook, 
An  appetite  revive,  should  oft-times  stray 
O'er  Arthur' s-seat' s  green  pastures,  to  the  town 
For  sheep  heads  and  bone-bridges  fam'd  of  yore. 
That  in  owr  country's  annals  stands  yclept.. 
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Fair  Duddingstonia,  where  you  may  be  blest 
With  simple  fare  and  vegetable  sweets, 
Freed  from  the  clamours  of  the  busy  world. 

Or,  if  for  recreation  you  should  stray 
To  Leithian  shore,  and  breathe  the  keener  air 
Wafted  from  Neptune's  empire  of  the  main; 
If  appetite  invite,  and  cash  prevail, 
'  Ply  not  your  joints  upon  the  homeward  track, 
Till  Lawson,  chiefest  of  the  Scottish  hosts  ! 
To  nimble  footed  waiters  give  command 
The  cloth  to  lay.  —  Instinctively  they  come, 
And  lo  !  the  table  wrapt  in  cloudy  streams, 
Groans  with  the  weight  of  the  transporting  fare 
That  breathes  frankincense  on  the  guests  around. 


•    Now,  while  stern  Winter  holds  his  frigid 
And  to  a  period  spins  the  closing  year  ; 
While  festiyals  abound,  and  sportive  hours 
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Kill  the  remembrance  of  our  weaning  time, 
Let  not  Intemperance,  destructive  fiend  ! 
Gain  entrance  to-  your  halls.  —  Despoil'd  by  hinr, 
Shall  cloyed  appetite,  forerunner  sad 
Of  rank  disease,  invet'rate  clasp  your  frame. 
Contentment  shall  no  more  be  known  to  spread 
Her  cherub  wings  round  thy.  once  happy  dwelling 
But  misery  of  thought,  and  racking  pain, 
Shall  plunge  you  headlong  to  the  dark  abyss. 


TEA, 


JL  E  maidens  modest !  on  whose  sullen  brows 
Hath  weaning  Chastity  her  wrinkles  culi'd  ; 
Who  constant  labour  o'er  consumptive  oil, 
At  midnight  knell,  to  wash  Sleep's  nightly  ba'nv- 
From  closing  eyelids,  with  the  grateful  drops 
Of  Tea's  blessed  juices  ;  list  th'  obsequious  lay.«f ... 
That  come  not,  with  Parnassian  honors  erowrui, 
To  dwell  in  murmurs  o'er  your  sleepy  sense  ; 
But,  fresh  from  Orient  blown,  to  chase  far  off 
Your  lethargy  ;  that  dormant  needles,  rous'd 
May  pierce  the  waving  mantua's  silken  folds. 
For  many  a  dame,  in  chamber  sadly  pent?  - 
Hath  this  reviving  liquor  call'd  to  life  : 
And  well  it  did,  to  mitigate  the  frowns 
Of  anger,  reddening  on  Lucinda's  brow 
With  flash  malignant,  thai  had  harbour' d  there, 
If  she  at  masquerade,  or  play,  or  ball, 
Appcar'd  not  in  her  newest,  best  attire. 
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But  Venus,  goddess  of  th'  eternal  smile, 
Knowing  the  stormy  brows  but  ill  become 
Fair  patterns  of  her  beauty,  hath  ordain'd 
Celestial  Tea  ; — a  fountain  that  can  cure 
The  ills  of  passion,  and  can  free  from  frowns, 
And  sobs,  and  sighs,  the  disappointed  fair. 

To  her,  ye  fair  !  in  adoration  bow  ! 
Whether  at  blushing  morn,  or  dewy  eve, 
Her  smoaking  cordials  greet  your  fragrant  board, 
With  Hyson,  or  Bohea,  or  Congo,  crown'd. 
At  midnight  skies,  ye  mantua-makers  !  hail 
The  sacred  offering. — For  the  haughty  belles 
No  longer  can  upbraid  your  lingering  hands, 
With  trains  upborne  aloft  by  dusty  gales 
That  sweep  the  ball-room.    Swift  they  glide  along 
And,  with  their  sailing  streamers,  catch  the  eye 
Of  some  Adonis,  mark'd  to  love  a  prey.  ' 
-Whose  bosom  ne'er  had  panted  with  a  sigh, 
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But  for  the  silken  draperies  that  enclose 
Graces  from  Fancy's  eye  but  ill  -  conceal'd. 

Mark  well  the  fair  !  observe  their  modest  eye, 
With  all  the  innocence  of  beauty  bless'o. 
Could  Slander  o'er  that  tongue  its  pow'r  retain, 
Whose  breath  is  Music? — Ah,  fallacious  thought! 
The  surface  is  Ambrosia's  mingled  sweets  ; 
But  all  below  is  death.     At  tea-board  met, 
Attend  their  prattling  tongues; — they   scoff, — 

they  rail 

'Unbounded;  but  their  darts  are  chiefly  aimed 
At  some  gay  fair,  whose  beauties  far  eclipse 
Her  dim  beholders ;  who,  with  haggard  eyes, 
Would  blight  those  charms  where  raptures  long 

have  dwelt 
In  ecstacy,  delighted  and  sufficed. 

In  vain  hath  Beauty,  with  her  varied  robe, 
Bestowed  her  glowing  blushes  o'er  her  cheek*, 
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And  called  attendant  Graces  to  her  aid, 
To  blend  the  scarlet  and  the  lily  fair. 
In  vain  did  Venus  in  her  favourite  mould 
Adapt  the  slender  form  to  Cupid's  choice. — 
When  Slander  conies,  her  blasts  too  fatal  prove ; 
Pale  are  those  cheeks  where  youth  and  beauty 

glow'd  ; 
Where  smiles,  where  freshness,  and  where  roses 

grew  : 

Ghastly  and  wan  their  Gorgon  picture  comes, 
With  every  fury  grinning  from  the  looks 
Of  frightful  monster.     Envy's  hissing  tongue 
With  deepest  vengeance  wowpds,  aad  every  wound 
With  deeper  canker,  deeper  poison,  teems. 

O  Gold  !  thy  luring  lustre  first  prevail'd 
On  man  to  tempt  the  fretful  winds  and  waves, 
And  hunt  new  fancies.     Still,  thy  glaring  form 

VOL.  I.  E   e 
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Bids  Commerce  thrive,  and  o'er  the  Indian  waves, 
O'er-stemming  danger,  draw  the  laboring  keel, 
From  China's  coast  to  Britain's  colder  clime, 
Fraught  with  the  fruits  and  herbage  of  her  vales. 
In  them  whatever  vegetable  springs, 
How  loathsome  and  corrupted,  triumphs  here, 
The  bane  of  life,  of  health  the  sure  decay  : 
Yet,  yet  we  swallow,  and  extol  the  draught, 
Tho'  nervous  ails  should  spring,   and  vaporish 

qualms 
Our  senses  and  our  appetites  destroy. 

Look  round,  ye  sipplers  of  the  poisoned  cup 
From  foreign  plant  distill'd  !  No  more  repine 
That  Nature,  sparing  of  her  sacred  sweets, 
Hath  doom'd  you  in  a  wilderness  to  dwell ; 
While  round  Britannia's  streams  she  kindly  rear* 
Green  sage,  and  wild  thyme. — These  were  sure 
decreed, 
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As  plants  of  Britain,  to  regale  her  sons 
With  native  moisture,  more  refreshing  sweet, 
And  more  profuse  of  health  and  vigor's  balm. 
Than  all  the  stems  that  India  can  boast, 


THE 

SOW  OF  FEELING. 


Well  !  I  protest  there's  no  such  thing  as  dealing 
With  these  starch' d  poets, — with  these  Men  of 
Feeling  ! 

EPILOGUE    TO    THE    PRINCE    OF    TUNIS. 


MALIGNANT  planets!  do  ye  still  combine 
Against  this  wayward,  dreary  life  of  mine  ? 
Has  pitiless  Oppression — cruel  casa  ! 
Gain'd  sole  possession  of  the  human  race  ? 
By  cruel  hands  has  every  virtue  bled, 
And  Innocence  from  men  to  vultures  fled ! 

Thrice  happy,  had  I  liv'd  in  Jewish  time, 
When  swallowing  pork  or  pig  was  deem'd  a  crime; 
My  husband  long  had  bless'd  my  longing  arms, 
Long,  long  had  known  love's  sympathetic  charms! 
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My  children,  too,- — a  li  ttle  suckling  race, 
With  all  their  father  growing  in  their  face, 
From  their  prolific  dam  had  ne'er  been  torn, 
Nor  to  the  bloody  stalls  of  butchers  borne. 

Ah,  Luxury  !  to  you  my  being  owes 
Its  load  of  misery, — its  load  of  woes  ! 
With  heavy  heart  I  saunter  all  the  day  ; 
Gruntle  and  murmur  all  my  hours  away  ! 
In  vain  I  try  to  summon  old  desire 
For  favorite  sports, — for  wallowing  in  the  mire : 
Thoughts  of  my  husband,  of  my  children  slain, 
Turn  all  my  wonted  pleasure  into  pain  ! 
How  oft  did  we,  in  Phoebus'  warming  ray, 
Bask  on  the  humid  softness  of  the  clay  ? 
Oft  did  his  lusty  head  defend  my  tail 
From  the  rude  whispers  of  the  angry  gale ; 
While  nose-refreshing  puddles  streamed  around, 
And  floating  odours  haii'd  the  dung-clad  ground. 
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Near  by  a  rustic  mill's  enchanting  clack, 
Where  plenteous  bushels  load  the  peasant's  back, 
In  straw-crown'd  hovel,  there  to  life  we  came, 
One  boar  our  father,  and  one  sow  our  dam.. . 
While  tender  infants  on  our  mother's  breast, 
A  flame  divine  in  either  shone  confest  : 
Jn  riper  hours  love's  more  than  ardent  blaze*  . 
Enkindled  all  his  passion,  all  his  praise  ! 
No  deadly,  sinful  passion  fir'd  his  soul ; 
Virtue  o'er  all  his  actions  gain'd  controul  ! 
That  cherub  which  attracts  the  female  heart, 
And  makes  them  soonest  with  their  beauty  part, 
Attracted  mine ; — I  gave  him  all  my  love. 
In  the  recesses  of  a  verdant  grove  ; 
'Twas  there  I  listen'd  to  his  warmest  vows,. 
Amidst  the  pendant  melancholy  boughs; 
Twas  there  my  trusty  lover  shook  for  me 
A  shower  of  acorns  from  the  oaken  tree  ; 
And  from  the  teeming  earth,  with  joy,  ploughed  out, 
The  roots  salabrious  with  his  hardy  snout. 
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But  Happiness  !  a  floating  meteor,  thou, 
That  still  inconstant  art  to  man  and  sow, 
Left  us  in  gloomiest  horrors  to  reside, 
Near  by  the  deep-dyed  sanguinary  tide, 
Where  whetting  steel    prepares  the  butchering 

knives, 

With  greater  ease  to  take  the  harmless  lives 
Of  cows,  and  calves,  and  sheep,  andhogs,  who  fear 
The  bite  of  bull-dogs,  that  incessant  tear 
Their  flesh,  and  keenly  suck  the  blood-distilling  ear  I 

At  length,  the  day,  th'  eventful  day,  drew  near, 
Detested  cause  of  many  a  briny  tear  ! 
I'll  weep,  till  sorrow  shall  my  eye-lids  drain,, 
A  tender  husband  and  a  brother  slain  ! 
Alas,  the  lovely  languor  of  his  eye, 
When  the  base  murderers  bore  him  captive  by  ! 
His  mournful  voice,  the  music  of  his  groans, 
Had  melted  any  hearts— but  hearts  of  stonse  ,' 


'230       THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF 

THE    SOW    OF    FEELING. 

Oh  !  had  some  angel  at  that  instant  come, 
Given  me  four  nimble  fingers  and  a  thumb, 
The  blood-stain'd  blade  I'd  turn'd  upon  his  foe, 
And  sudden  sent  him  to  the  shades  below, — 
Where,  or  Pythagoras'  opinion  jests, 
Beasts  are  made  butchers, — butchers  chang'd  to 
beasts. 

Wisely  in  early  times  the  law  decreed. 
For  human  food  few  quadrupeds  should  bleed  ! 
But  monstrous  man,  still  erring  from  the  laws, 
The  curse  of  heaven  upon  his  banquet  draws  ! 
Already  has  he  drain'd  the  marshes  dry, 
For  frogs,  new  victims  of  his  hifcury  ; 
And  soon  the  toad  and  lizard  may  come  home, 
In  his  voracious  paunch  to  find  a  tomb. 
Cats,  rats,  and  mice,  their  destiny  may  mou«i ; 
In  time  their  carcases  on  spits  may  turn  ; 
They  may  rejoice  to-day,— While  1  resign 
Life,  to  be  number'd  'mongst  the  Feeling  Swine. 


AN    EXPEDITION    TO 

FIFE  AND  THE  ISLAND  OF  MAY, 

On  Board  the  Blessed  Endeavour  of  Dunbar, 
Captain  Roxburgh,  Commander. 

-\ 

J  ^IST,  O  ye  slumberers  on  the  peaceful  shore  ! 
Whose  lives  are  one  unvariegated  calm 
Of  stilness  and  of  sloth  :  and  hear,  O  nymph  ! 
In  heaven  ycleped  Pleasure  :  from  your  throne 
Effulgent  send  a  heavenly  radiant  beam, 
That,  cheer'd  by  thee,  the  Muse  may  bend  her  way: 
For  from  no  earthly  flight  she  builds  her  song,  . 
But  from  the  bosom  of  green  Neptune's  main 
Would  fain  emerge,  and  under  Phoebe's  reign, 
Transmit  her  numbers  to  inclining  ears. 

Now,  when  the  warbling  songsters  quit  the  groves 
And  solemn-sounding  whisp'rings  lull  the  spray, 
VOL  I.  F  f 
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To  meditation  sacred,  let  me  roam 

O'er  the  bless'd  floods  that  wash  our  natal  shore, 

And  view  the  wonders  of  the  deep  profound, 

While  now  the  western  breezes  reign  around, 

And  Boreas,  sleeping  in  his  iron  cave, 

Regains  his  strength  and  animated  rage, 

To  wake  new  tempests,  and  inswell  new  seas. 

And  now  Favonius  wings  the  sprightly  gale; 
The  wilting  canvas,  swelling  with  the  breeze, 
Gives  life  and  motion  to  our  bounding  prow, 
While  the  hoarse  boatswain's  pipe,  shrill-sounding 

far, 

Calls  all  the  tars  to  action.     Hardy  sons  ! 
Who  shudder  not  at  life's  devouring  gales, 
But  smile  amidst  the  tempest's  sounding  jars, 
Or  'midst  the  hollow  thunders  of  the  war. 
Fresh  sprung  from  Greenland's  cold,  they  haiJ 
with  joy 
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The  happier  clime,  the  fresh  autumnal  breeze. 

By  Syrius  guided,  to  allay  the  heat, 

That  else  would  parch  the  vigour  of  their  veins, 

Hard  change,  alas  !  from  petrifying  cold 

Instant  to  plunge  to  the  severest  ray 

That  burning  Dog-star,  or  bright  Phoebus  sheds. 

Like  comet  whirling  thro'  the  ethereal  voidr  .. 

Now  they  are  reddened  with  the  solar  blaze, 

Now  froze  and  tortured  by  the  frigid  zone. 

Thrice  happy  Britons  !  whose  well-  tempered  clay 
Can  face  all  climes,  all  tempests,  and  all  seas. 
These  are  the  sons  that  check  the  growing  war  ; 
These  are  the  sons  that  hem  Britannia  round 
From  sudden  innovation  ;  —  awe  the  shores, 
And  make  their  drooping  pendants  hail  her  queen 
And  mistress  of  the  globe.  —  They  guard  our  beds, 
While  fearless  we  enjoy  secure  repose, 
And  all  the  blessings  of  a  bounteous  sky. 
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To  them  in  feverous  adoration  bend, 
Ye  fashion'd  macaronies  !  whose  bright  blades 
Were  never  dimm'd  or  stain'd  with  hostile  blood, 
But  still  hang  dangling  on  your  feeble  thigh, 
While  thro'  the  Mall  or  Park  you  shew  away, 
Or  thro'  the  drawing  room  on  tip-toe  steaL 

O\poop  aloft,  to  messmates  laid  along, 
Some  son  of  Neptune,  whose  old  wrinkled  brow 
Has  brav'd  the  rattling  thunder,  tells  his  tale 
Of  danger,  sieges,  and  of  battles  dire, 
While  they,  as  fortune  favours,  greet  with  smiles, 
Or  heave  the  bitter  sympathetic  sigh, 
As  the  capricious  fickle  goddess  frowns. 

Ah  !  how  unstable  are  the  joys  of  life  ! 
The  pleasures,  ah,  how  few  ! — Now  smile  theskies 
With  aspect  mild ;  and  now  the  thunders  shake., 
\nd  all  the  radiance  of  the  heavens  deflower. 
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Thro'  the  small  opening  of  the  mainsail  broad, 
Lo,  Boreas  steals,  and  tears  him  from  the  yard,;. 
WThere  lon«  and  lasting  he  has  play'd  his  part ! 
So  suffers  Virtue.     When  in  her  fair  form 
The  smallest  flaw  is  found,  the  whole  decays. 
In  vain  she  may  implore  with  piteous  eye, 
And  spread  her  naked  pinions  to  the  blast : 
A  reputation  maim'd  finds  no  repair, 
Till  death,  the  ghastly  monarch,  shuts  the  scene. 

And  now  we  gain  the  May,  whose  midnight  light 
Like  vestal  virgins'  offerings  undecay'd, 
To  mariners  bewilder'd  acts  the  part 
Of  social  friendship,  guiding  those  that  err 
W'ith  kindly  radiance  to  their  destin'd  port. 

Thanks,  kindest  Nature !  for  those  floating  gems 
Those  green-gro-,vn  isles,  with  which  you,  lavish, 
-strew 
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Great  Neptune's  empire.  But  for  thee  !   the  main 

Were  an  uncomfortable  mazy  flood. 

No  guidance,  then,  would  bkss  the  steersman's 

skill, 

No  resting-place  would  crown  the  mariner's  wish, 
When  he  to  distant  gales  his  canvas  spreads, 
To  search  new  wondt-rs. — Here  the  verdant,  shores 
Teem  with  new  freshness,  and  regale  our  sight 
With  caves,  that  ancient  time,  in  days  of  yore, 
Sequestered  for  the  haunt  of  Druid  lone, 
There  to  remain  in  solitary  cell, 
Beyond  the  power  of  mortals  to  disjoin 
From  holy  meditation. — Happy  now 
To  cast  our  eyes  around  from  shore  to  shore,. 
While  by  the  oozy  caverns  on  the  beach 
We  wander  wild,  and  listen  to  the  roar 
Of  billows  murmuring  with  incessant  noise. 

And  now  by  fancy  led,  we  wander  wild 
Where  o'er  the  rugged  steep  the  buried  dead 
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Remcxte  lie  anchor'd  in  their  parent  mould  ; 
Where  a  few  fading  willows  point  the  state 
Of  man's  decay.     Ah,  Death  !   where'er  we  fly, 
Whether  we  seek  the  busy  and  the  gay> 
The  mourner  or  the  joyful,  there  art  thou. 
No  distant  isle,  no  surly  swelling  surge, 
E'er  aw'd  thy  progress,  or  controul'd  thy  sway, 
To  bless  us  with  that  comfort,  length  of  days, 
By  all  aspir'd  at,  but  by  few  attain'd. 

To  Fife  we  steer,  of  all  beneath  the  sun 
The  most  unhallow'd  'midst  the  Scotian  plains  1 
And  here,  sad  emblem  of  deceitful  times  I 
Hath  sad  Hypocrisy  her  standard  borne. 
Mirth  knows  no  residence,  but  ghastly  Fear 
Stands  trembling  and  appall'd  at  airy  sights. 
Once,  only  once  !  Reward  it  O  ye  Pow'rs  ! 
Did  Hospitality,  with  open  face, 
.  And  winning  smile,  cheer  the  deserted  sight, 
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That  else  had  languish'd  for  the  bless'd  return 
Of  beauteous  day,  to  dissipate  the  clouds 
Of  endless  night,  and  superstition  wild, 
That  constant  hover  o'er  the  dark  abode. 
O  happy  Lothian  !  happy  thrice  thy  sons  ! 
Who  ne'er  yet  ventured  from  the  Southern  shore 
To  tempt  Misfortune  on  the  Fifan  coast : 
Again  with  thee  we  dwell,  and  taste  thy  joys, 
Where  sorrow  reigns  not,  and  where  ev'ry  gale 
Is  fraught  with  fulness,  bless'd  with  living  hope, 
That  fears  no  canker  from  the  year's  decay. 


TO 

SIR  JOHN  FIELDING, 

ON 
ATTEMPT  TO  SUPPRESS  THE  BEGGAR*  S  OPERA, 


When,  you  censure  the  age, 

Be  cautious  and  sage. 
Lest  the  Courtiers  offended  should  be  ; 

When  you  mention  vice  or  bribe, 

'  Tis  so  pat  to  all  the  tribe, 
Each  cries, — It  was  levell'd  at  me. 

GAY. 

'Tis  woman  that  seduces  all  mankind. 

FILCH. 


BENEATH  what  cheerful  region  of  the  sky 
Shall  Wit,  shall  Humour,  and  the  Muses  ffy  ? 
For  ours,  a  cold,  inhospitable  clime, 
Refuses  quarter  to  the  Muse  and  rhyme, 
VOL.  I.  G 
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If  on  her  brows  an  envied  laurel  springs, 

They  shake  its  foliage  ;  crop  her  growing  wings, 

That  with  the  plumes  of  virtue  wisely  soar, 

And  all  the  follies  of  the  age  explore  : 

But  should  old  Grub  her  rankest  venom  pour, 

And  ev'ry  virtue  with  a  vice  deflower, 

Her  verse  is  sacred,  Justices  agree ; 

Even  Justice  Fielding  signs  the  wise  decree. 

Let  fortune-dealers,  wise  predictors  !  tell 
From  what  bright  planet  Justice  Fielding  fell. 
Augusta  trembles  at  the  awful  name ; 
The  darling  tongue  of  Liberty  is  tame, 
Basely  confin'd  by  him  in  Newgate  chains, 
Nor  dare  exclaim  how  harshly  Fielding  reigns. 

In  days  when  ev'ry  mercer  has  his  scale, 
To  tell  what  pieces  lack,  how  few  prevail ! 
.  I  wonder  not  the  low-born  menial  trade, 
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By  partial  Justice  has  aside  been  laid  ; 
For  she  no  discount  gives  for  Virtue  worn ; 
Her  aged  joints  are  without  mercy  torn. 

In  vain,  O  Gay  I  thy  Muse  explor'd  the  way 
Of  yore,,  to  banish  the  Italian  lay  ; 
Gave  homely  numbers  sweet,  tho'  warmly  strong; 
Thy  British  chorus  bless' d  the  happy  song  : 
The  manly  voice,  and  Albion's,  then,  were  heard; 
Felt  by  her  sons,  and  by  her  sons  revered  : 
Eunuch?,  not  men,  now  bear  aloft  the  palm, 
And  o'er  our  senses  pour  lethargic  balm. 

The  Stage  the  truest  mirror  is  of  life  : 
Our  passions  there  revolve  in  active  strife; 
Each  character  is  there  display'd  to  view  ; 
Each  hates  his  own,  tho'  well  assur'd  'tis  true. 
No  marvel,  then,  that  all  the  world  should  own 
In  Peachum's  treachery  Justice  Fielding  known; 
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Since  thieves  so  common  are,  and  Justice,  you 
Thieves  to  the  gallows  for  reward  pursue. 
Had  Gay,  by  writing,  rous'd  the  stealing  trade, 
You'd  been  less  active  to  suppress  your  bread  : 
For,  trust  me  !  when  a  robber  loses  ground, 
You  lose  your  living  with  your  forty  pounds. 

'Twas  woman  first  that  snatch'd  the  luring  bait: 
The  tempter  taught  her  to  transgress  and  eat. 
Tho'  wrong  the  deed,  her  quick  compunction  told  ; 
She  banish'd  Adam  from  an  age  of  gold. 

When  women  now  transgress  fair  Virtue's  rules, 
Men  are  their  pupils,  and  the  stews  their  schools. 
From  simple  whoredom  greater  sins  began 
To  shoot,  to  bloom,  to  centre  all  in  man  : 
Footpads  on  Hounslow  flourish  here  to-day ; 
The  next,  old  Tyburn  sweeps  them  all  away. 
For  woman's  faults,  the  cause  of  every  wrong, 
Men  robb'd  and  murder'd,  thieves  at  Tyburn  strung. 
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In  panting  breasts  to  raise  the  fond  alarm  ; 
Make  females  in  the  cause  of  virtue  warm ; 
Gay  has  compared  them  to  the  Summer  flow'r, 
The  boast  and  glory  of  an  idle  hour : 
Whencropp'd,,itfalls,  shrinks,  withers,  and  decays, 
And  to  oblivion  dark  consigns  its  days. 

Hath  this  a  pow'r  to  win  the  female  heart 
Back  from  its  vice,  from  virtue  ne'er  to  part  ? 
If  so,  the  wayward  virgin  'twill  restore  ; 
'And  murders,  robberies,  raj. PS,  will  be  no  more. 

These  were  the  lays  of  him  who  Virtue  knew  ; 
Her  dictates  who  rever'd,  and  practised  too ; 
No  idle  theorist  in  her  guiltless  ways, 
He  gave  the  spotless  goddess  all  his  days. 

O  Queensberry  !  his  best  and  earliest  friend; 
All  that  his  wit  or  learning  could  commend; 
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Thou  best  of  patrons  !  of  his  Muse  the  pride  ! 
Still  in  her  pageant  shalt  thou  first  preside; — 
No  idle  pomp  that  riches  can  procure, 
Sprung  in  a  moment,  faded  in  an  hour. 
But  pageant,  lasting  as  the  uncropp'd  bay, 
That  verdant  triumphs  with  the  Muse  of  Gay. 


TO 

DR.  SAMUEL  JOHNSON. 

FOOD  FOR  A  NEW  EDITION  OF  HIS  DICTIONARY, 


Let  IVilkes  and  Churchill  rage  no  more, 
Tho'  scarce  provision,  learnings  good ; 

What  can  these  hungries  next  explore  ? 
Even  Samuel  Johnson  loves  our  food. 


IjREAT  Pedagogue  !  whose  literarian  lore, 

With  syllable  on  syllable  conjoin'd, 

To  transmutate  and  varify,  hast  learn'd 

The  whole  revolving  scientific  names 

That  in  the  alphabetic  columns  lie, 

Far  from  the  knowledge  of  mortalic  shapes ; 

As  we,  who  never  can,  peroculate 

The  miracles,  by  thee  miraculiz'd, 

The  muse,  silential  long,  with  mouth  apert, 

Would  give  vibration  to  stagnatic  tongue,. 
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And  loud  encomiate  thy  puissant  name, 
Eulogiated  from  the  green  decline 
Of  Thame's  banks  to  Scoticanion  shores, 
Where  Lochlomondiaii  liquids  undulize. 

To  meminate  thy  name  in  after  times, 
The  mighty  Mayor  of  each  regalian  town 
Shall  consignate  thy  work  to  parchment  fair.. 
In  roll  burgharian,  arid  their  tables  all 
Shall  fumigate  with  fumigation  strong  : 
Scotland,  from  perpendicularian  hills, 
Shall  emigrate  her  fair,  muttonian  store. 
Which  late  had  there  in  pedestration  walk'd, 
And  o'er  her  airy  heights  perambuliz'd. 

Oh,  blackest  execrations  on  thy  head, 
Edina  shameless  !  Tho'  he  came  within 
The  bounds  of  your  notation ;  tho'  you  knew 
His  honorific  name  ;  you  noted  not, 
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But  basely  sufFer'd  him  to  chariotize 

Far  from  your  tow'rs  with  smoke  that  nubilate,. 

Nor  drank  one  amicitial  swelling  cup 

To  welcome  him  convivial.     Bailies  all ! 

With  rage  inflated,  catenations  (2)  tear, 

Nor  ever  after  be  you  vinculiz'd, 

Since  you  that  sociability  deny'd 

To  him  whose  potent  Lexiphanian  style 

Words  can  prolongate,  and  inswell  his  page 

With  what  in  others  to  a  line's  confin'd. 

Welcome,  thou  verbal  potentate  and  prince ! 
To  hills  and  valleys,  where  emerging  oats 
From  earth  assuage  our  pauperty  to  bay, 
And  bless  thy  name,  thy  dictionari an  skill, 
Which  there  definitive  will  still  remain, 
And  oft  be  speculiz'd  by  taper  blue, 
WThile  youth  studentious  turn  thy  folio  page. 
VOL  I.  Hh 
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TO    DR.    SAMUEL    JOHNSON. 

Have  you,  as  yet,  in  peripatetic  mood, 
Regarded  with  the  texture  of  the  eye 
The  cave  cavernic,  where  fraternal  bard, 
Churchill,  depicted  pauperated  swains 
With  thraldom  and  bleak  want  redacted  sore  ; 
Where  Nature,  colouriz'd,  so  coarsely  fades, 
And  puts  her  russet  par'pharnalia  on  ? 
Have  you,  as  yet,  the  way  explorfied. 
To  let  lignarian  chalice,  swell*  d  with  oats, 
Thy  orifice  approach  ?    Have  you,  as  yet, 
With  skin  fresh  rubified  with  scarlet  spheres, 
Applied  brimstonic  unction  to  your  hide, 
To  terrify  the  salamandrian  fire,  » 

That  from  involuntary  digits  asks 
The  strong  allaceration  ?  —  Or  can  you  swill 
The  usquebalian  flames  of  whisky  blue, 
In  fermentation  strong  ?     Have  you  applied 
The  kilt  serian  to  your  Anglian  thighs, 
And  with  renunciation   assigniz'd 
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TO    DR.    SAMUEL    JOHNSON. 

Your  breeches  in  Lcndona  to  be  worn  ?.- 

Can  you,  in  frigour  of  Highlandian  sky, 

On  heathy  summits  take  nocturnal  rest  ? 

It  cannot  be  : — You  may  as  well  desirs 

An  alderman  leave  plumpuddenian  store, 

And  scratch  the  tegument  from  pottage  dish, 

As  bid  thy  countrymen,  and  thee,  conjoin'd, 

Forsake  stomachic  joys.     Then  hie  you  home, 

And  be  a  malcontent,  that  naked  hinds, 

On  lenliles  fed,  could  make  your  kingdom  quake> 

And  ti-emulate  Old  England  libertiz'd  ! 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Wilson,  at  the  Theatre-Royal,  in 
the  Character  of  an  Edinburgh  Buck. 


JL  E  who  oft  finish  care  in  Lethe's  cup, 
Who  love  to  swear,  and  roar,  and  keep  it  up, 
List  to  a  brother's  voice,  whose  sole  delight 
Is  sleep  all  day,  and  riot  all  the  night. 

Last  night,  when  potent  draughts  of  mellow  wine 
Did  sober  reason  into  wit  refine ; 
When  lusty  Bacchus  had  contrived  to  drain 
The  sullen  vapours  from  our  shallow  brain, 
We  sallied  forth  (for  Valour's  dazzling  sun 
Up  to  his  bright  meridian  had  run) 
And  like  renowned  Quixote  and  his  squire, 
Spoils  and  adventures  were  our  sole  desire. 

First  we  approach'd  a  seeming  sober  dame, 
Preceded  by  a  lanthorn's  pallid  flame, 


I 


^> 

g 
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Borne  by  a  livry'd  puppy's  servile  hand, 
The  slave  obsequious  of  her  stern  command. 
Curse  on  those  cits,  said  I,  who  dare  disgrace 
Our  streets  at  midnight  with  a  sober  face ; 
Let  never  tallow-chandler  give  them  light, 
To  guide  them  thro'  the  dangers  of  the  night. 
The  valet's  cane  we  snatch'd,  and,  damme  !  I 
Made  the  frail  lanthorn  on  the  pavement  lie. 
The  guard,  still  watchful  of  the  lieges'  harm, 
With  slow-pac'd  motion  stalk'd  at  the  alarm. 
Guard,  seize  the  rogues!  the  angry  madam  cry'd, 
And  all  the  guard  with  "seize  ta  rogue,"  reply'd. 

As  in  a  war,  there's  nothing  judg'd  so  right 
As  a  concerted  and  prudential  flight  ; 
So  we  from  guard  and  scandal  to  be  freed, 
Left  them  the  field,  and  burial  of  their  dead. 

Next  we  approach'd  the  bounds  of  George's  square 
Bless'd  place!  No  watch,  no  constables  come  there. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Now  had  they  borrow'cl  Argus'  eyes  who  saw  us, 
All  was  made  dark  and  desolate  as  chaos : 
Lamps  tumbl'd  after  lamps,  and  lost  their  lustres, 
Like  Doomsday,  when  the  stars  shall  fall  in  clusters. 
Let  fancy  paint  what  dazzling  glory  grew 
From  chrystal  gems,  when  Phoebus  came  to  view; 
Each  shatter'd  orb  ten  thousand  fragments  strews, 
And  a  new  sun  in  ev'ry  fragment  shews. 

Hear  then,  my  Bucks  !  how  drunken  fate  de 
creed  us, 

For  a  nocturnal  visit  to  the  Meadows, 
And  how  we,  val'rous  champions  !  durst  engage, 
O  deed  unequall'd — both  the  Bridge  and  Cage  ; 
The  rage  of  per'lous  winters  which  had  stood, 
This  gainst  the  wind,  and  that  against  the  flood; 
But.  what  nor  wind,  nor  flood,  nor  heav'n  could 

bend  e'er, 
We  tumbl'd  down,  my  Buck?,  and  made  surrender, 
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What  are  your  far-fam'd  warriors  to  us, 
'Bout  whom  historians  make  such  mighty  fuss: 
Posterity  may  think  it  was  uncommon 
That  Troy  should  be  demolish'd  for  a  woman  ; 
But  ours  your  ten  years  sieges  will  excel, 
And  justly  be  esteem'd  the  nonpareil. 
Our  cause  is  slighter  than  a  dame's  betrothing, 
For  all  these  mighty  feats  have  sprung  from  nothing. 


SONG, 


VV  HERE  winding  Forth  adorns  the  \ 

Fond  Strephon,  once  a  shepherd  gay* 
Did  to  the  rocks  his  lot  bewail, 

And  thus  address'd  his  plaintive  lay  : 
"  O  Julia  !  more  than  lily  fair, 

"  More  blooming  than  the  budding  rose, 
"  How  can  thy  breast,  relentless,  bear 

"  A  heart  more  cold  than  Winter's  snows. 

"  Yet  nipping  Winter's  keenest  sway, 

"  But  for  a  short-liv'd  space  prevails : 
"  Spring  soon  returns,  and  cheers  each  spray. 

"  Scented  with  Flora's  fragrant  gales. 
<c  Come,  Julia  !  come;   thy  love  obey, 

"  Thou  mistress  of  angelic  charms  ! 
"  Come,  smiling  like  the  morn  in  May, 

"  And  bless  thy  Strephon's  longing  arms : 


ROBERT  FERGUSSON.  25? 


SONG. 


"  Else,  haunted  by  the  fiend  Despair, 

"  He'll  court  some  solitary  grove, 
"  Where  mortal  foot  did  ne'er  repair, 

"  But  swains  oppress'd  by  hapless  love. 
"  From  the  once  pleasing  rural  throng 

"  Remov'd,  he'll  thro'  the  desert  stray.. 
ce  Where  Philomela's  mournful  song 

"  Shall  join  his  melancholy  lay." 

SONG. 


AMIDST  a  rosy  bank  of  flowers, 
Damon,  forlorn,  deplor'd  his  fate ; 

In  sighs  he  spent  his  languid  hours, 
And  breath'd  his  woes  in  doleful  state* 

Gay  joy  no  more  shall  cheer  his  mind  ; 
No  wanton  sports  can  soothe  his  care  ; 
VOL.  I.  I  i 


2-58      THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF 

SONG. 

Since  sweet  Amanda  prov'd  unkind, 
And  left  him  full  of  black  despair. 

His  looks,  that  were  as  fresh  as  morn, 
Can  now  no  longer  smiles  impart ; 

His  pensive  soul,  on  sadness  borne, 
Is  rack'd  and  torn  by  Cupid's  dart. 

Turn,  fair  Amanda  !  cheer  your  swain  ; 

Unshroud  him  from  his  veil  of  woe  ; 
Turn,  gentle  nymph  !  and  ease  the  pain 

That  in  his  tortur'd  breast  doth  grow. 


EPITAPH, 

ON  GENERAL  WOLFE. 

IN  worth  exceeding,  and  in  virtue  great. 
Words  would  want  force  his  actions  to  relate. 
Silence,  ye  bards  !  eulogiums  vain  forbear  ; 
It  is  enough  to  say  that  Wolfe  lies  here. 

EXTEMPORE, 

Oit-  Icing  asked  which  of  the  three  Sisters  rsas 
the  most  Beautiful. 

\  T  HEN  Paris  gave  his  voice,  in  Ida's  grove, 
For  the  resistless  Venus,  queen  of  love, 
'Twas  no  great  task  to  pass  a  judgment  there, 
Where  she  alone  was  exquisitely  fair ; 
But  here  what  could  his  ablest  judgment  teach, 
When  wisdom,  pow'r,  and  beauty  reign  in  each; 
The  youth,  nonplus'd,  behov'd  to  join  with  me, 
And  wish  the  apple  had  been  cut  in  three. 


EPIGRAM, 

Ontlie  numerous  Epitaphs  for  GENERAL  WOLFE; 
for  the  best  of  which  a  Premium  of  £.100 
was  promised. 


I  HE  Muse,  a  shameless,  mercenary  jade  ! 
Has  now  assum'd  the  arch-tongu'd  lawyer's  trade; 
In  Wolfe's  deserving  praises  silent  she, 
Till  flatter'd  with  the  prospect  of  a  fee. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF 

MR.  THOMAS  LANCASHIRE, 
COMEDIAN. 

ALAS,  poor  Tom !  how  oft,  with  merry  heart, 
Have  we  beheld  thee  play  the  Sexton's  part ! 
Each  comic  heart  must  now  be  griev'd  to  see 
The  Sexton's  dreary  part  perform'd  on  thee. 


CHARACTER  OF  A  FRIEND, 

In  an  Epitaph  which  he  desired  the  Author  to 
Write. 


U  NDER  this  turf,  to  mould'ring  earth  consign'd, 
Lies  he,  who  once  was  fickle  as  the  wind. 
Alike  the  scenes  of  good  and  ill  he  knew, 
From  the  chaste  temple  to  the  lewdest 


Virtue  and  vice  in  him  alternate  reign'd  ; 
That  fill'd  his  mind,  and  this  his  pocket  drain'd. 
Till  in  the  contest  they  so  stubborn  grew, 
Death  gave  the  parting  blow,  and  both  withdrew. 

EPIGRAM, 

On  seeing  Scales  used  in  a  Mason  Lodge. 

W  HY  should  the  brethren,  met  in  Lodge 

Adopt  such  awkward  measures, 
To  set  their  scales  and  weights  to  judge 

The  value  of  their  treasures  ? 
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CN    SEEING    A    LADY    PAINT    HERSELF. 

The  law  laid  down  from  age  to  age. 
How  can  they  well  o'ercome  it  ? 

For  it  forbids  them  to  engage 

With  aught  but  Line  and  Plummet. 


CN    SEEING 

A  LADY  PAINT  HERSELF. 


VV  HEN",  by  some  misadventure  cross'dr 
The  banker  hath  his  fortune  lost, 
Credit  his  instant  need  supplies, 
And  for  a  moment  blinds  our  eyes  : 
So  Delia,  when  her  beauty's  flown,. 
Trades  on  a  bottom  not  her  own, 
And  labours  to  escape  detection, 
By  putting  on  a  false  complexion. 


MY  LAST  WILL. 

W  HILE  sober  folks,  in  humble  r, 

Estate,  and  goods,  and  gear,  dispose, 

A  poet  surely  may  disperse 

His  moveables  in  doggerel  verse  ; 

And,  fearing  death  my  blood  will  fast  chill, 

I  hereby  constitute  my  last  will. 

Then,  wit  ye  me  to  have  made  o'er 
To  Nature  my  poetic  lore  : 
To  her  I  give  and  grant  the  freedom 
Of  paying  to  the  bards  who  need  'era 
As  many  talents  as  she  gave, 
When  I  became  the  Muse's  slave. 

Thanks  to  the  god<,who  made  me  poor  1 
No  lukewarm  friends  molest  my  door, 
Who  always  shew  a  busy  care 
For  being  legatee  or  heir. 
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MY  LAST  W!LL. 

Of  this  stamp  none  will  ever  follow 
The  youth  that's  favour'd  by  Apollo. 

But  to  those  few  who  know  my  case, 
Nor  thought  a  poet's  friend  disgrace, 
The  following  trifles  I  bequeath, 
And  leave  them  with  my  kindest  breath ; 
Nor  will  I  burden  them  with  payment, 
Of  debts  incurr'd,  or  coffin  raiment, 
As  yet  'twas  never  my  intent. 
To  pass  an  Irish  compliment. 

To  Jamie  Rae  (3),  who  oft,  jocosus, 
With  me  partook  of  cheering  doses, 
I  leave  my  snuff-box  to  regale 
His  senses  after  drowsy  meal, 
And  wake  remembrance  of  a  friend 
Who  lov'd  him  to  his  latter  end : 
But  if  this  pledge  should  make  him 
And  argue  like  memento  mori, 
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He  may  bequealh't  'mong  stubborn  fellows 
To  all  the  finer  feelings  callous, 
Who  thiak  that  parting  breath's  a  sneeze 
To  set  sensations  all  at  ease. 

To  Oliphant  (4),  my  friend,  I  legate 
Those  scrolls  poetic,  which  he  may  get, 
With  ample  freedom  to  correct 
Those  writs  I  ne'er  could  retrospect  ; 
With  pow'r  to  him  and  his  succession, 
To  print  and  sell  a  new  impression  : 
And  here  I  fix  on  Ossian's  head 
A  domicil  for  Doric  reed, 
With  as  much  pow'r  ad  Muses  bona 
As  I  in  propria  persona, 

To  Hamilton  (5)  I  give  the  task 
Outstanding  debts  to  crave  and  aik  ; 
VOL  I.  £  1 
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And  that  my  Muse  he  may  not  dub  ill, 
For  loading  him  with  so  much  trouble, 
My  debts  I  leave  him  singulatim 
As  they  are  mostly  despcratini. 

To  thee,  whose  genius  can  provoke 
Thy  passions  to  the  bowl  or  sock ; 
For  love  to  thee,  Woods  !  and  the  Nine, 
Be  my  immortal  Shakespeare  thine. 
Here  may  you  through  the  allies  turn, 
Where  Falstaff  laughs,  where  heroes  mourn, 
And  boldly  catch  the  glowing  fire 
That  dwells  in  rapture's  on  his  lyre. 

Now,  at  my  dirge  (if  dirge  there  be), 
Due  to  the  Muse  and  Poetry, 
Let  Hutchison  (6)  attend ;  for  none  is 
More  fit  to  guide  the  ceremonies  : 
As  I,  in  health,  with  him  would  often 
This  clay-built  mansion  wash  and    ofteji, 


ROBERT  FERGUSSON.  267 


MY    LAST    WILL. 


So  let  my  friends  with  him  partake 
The  gen'rous  wine  at  dirge  or  wake.— 

And  I  consent  to  registration 
Of  this  my  will  for  preservation, 
That  patent  it  may  be,  and  seen, 
In  Walters  Weekly  Magazine. 
Witness  whereof,  these  presents  wrote  are 
By  William  Blair,  the  public  notar, 
And,  for  the  tremour  of  my  hand, 
Are  sign'd  by  him  at  my  command. 


His 

X  F. 

Mark. 


CODICIL 

TO  R.  FERGUSSON'S  LAST 


"WHEREAS,  by  testament  dated  blank, 

Enroll'd  in  the  poetic  rank, 

'Midst  brighter  themes  that  weekly  come 

To  make  parade  at  Walters  Drum, 

I  there,  for  certain  weighty  causes, 

Produc'd  some  kind  bequeathing  clauses^. 

And  left  to  friends  (as  'tis  the  custom 

With  nothing  till  our  death  to  trust  'em) 

Some  tokens  of  a  pure  regard 

From  one  who  liv'd  and  died  a  Barcf. 

If  Poverty  has  any  crime  in 
Teaching  mankind  the  art  of  rhyming  ; 
Then  by  these  presents,  know  all  mortals 
Who  come  within  the  Muse's  portals, 
That  I  approve  my  will  aforesaid, 
But  think  that  something  might  be  more  said, 
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And  only  now  would  humbly  seek 
The  liberty  to  add  and  eke 
To  test'ment  which  already  made  is. 
And  duly  registered,  as  said  is. 

To  Tulloch  (7),  who,  in  kind  compassion^ 
Departed  from  the  common  fashion, 
And  gave  to  me,  who  never  paid  it*. 
Two  flasks  of  port,  upon  my  credit, 
I  leave  the  flasks,  as  full  of  air, 
As  his  of  ruddy  moisture  were  ; 
Nor  let  him  to  complain  begin  ; 
He'll  get  no  more  of  cat  than  skin. 

To  Walter  Ruddiman  (8),  whose  pen 
Still  screen'd  me  from  the  Dunce's  den, 
I  leave  of  phiz  a  picture,  saving 
To  him  the  freedom  of  engraving 
Therefrom  a  copy,  to  embellish, 
And  give  his  work  a  smarter  relish  ; 
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For  prints  and  frontispieces  bind  do 

Our  eyes  to  stationary  window, 

As  superfluities  in  clothes 

Set  off  and  signalize  the  beaux. 

Not  that  I  think  in  readers'  eyes 

My  visage  will  be  deem'd  a  prize  ; 

But  works  that  others  would  outrival, 

At  glaring  copper-plates  connive  all ; 

And  prints  do  well  with  him  that  led  is 

To  shun  the  substance,  hunt  the  shadows ;. 

For,  if  a  picture,  'tis  enough  ; 

A  Newton  or  a  Jamie  Duff  (9), 

Nor  would  I  recommend  to  Walter, 

This  scheme  of  copper-plates  to  alter, 

Since  others  at  the  same  in  prices 

Propose  to  give  a  dish  that  nice  is. 

Folks  will  desert  his  ordinary, 

Unless,  like  theirs,  his  dTshes  vary. 
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To  Williamson  (10),  and  his  resetters. 
Dispersing  of  the  burial  letters, 
That  they  may  pass  with  little  cost 
Fleet  on  the  wings  of  Penny-post ; 
Always  providing  and  declaring, 
That  Peter  shall  be  ever  sparing, 
To  make,  as  use  is,  the  demand 
For  letters  that  may  come  to  hand, 
To  me  address'd  while  locum  tene.ns 
Of  earth  and  of  corporeal  penance  ; 
Where,  if  he  fail,  it  is  my  will, 
His  legacy  be  void,  and  null. 

Let  honest  Greenlaw  (11)  be  the  staff 
On  which  I  lean  for  epitaph 
And,  that  the  Muses,  at  my  end, 
May  know  I  had  a  learned  friend, 
Whate'er  of  character  he's  seen 
In  me  through  humour  or  chagrip 
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I  crave  his  genius  may  narrate  in 
The  strength  of  Ciceronian  Latin. 

Reserving  to  myself  the  pow'r 
To  alter  this  at  latest  hour, 
Cum  privilegio  revocare, 
Without  assigning  ratio  quare  : 
And  I  (as  in  the  Will  before  did) 
Consent  this  deed  shall  be  recorded  : 
In  iestimonium  cujus  rei, 
These  presents  are  delivered  by 

R.  FERGUSSON. 


END  OF  VOLUME  FlKbt. 


NOTES, 

TO  VOLUME  FIRST, 


NOTE  1,  P.  173. 

A  large  cave  at  a  small  distance  from  King- 
foorn,  supposed,  about  a  century  ago,  to  have 
been  the  haunt  of  thieves, 

NOTE  2,  P.  247. 
Catenations,  vide  Chains.         JOHNSON. 

NOTE  3,  P.  264-. 
Solicitor  at  law,  and  the  Poet's  intimate  friend. 

NOTE  4,  P.  265. 
Late  Bookseller  in  Edinhurgho 

NOTE  5,  F.  265, 

Solicitor  at  law,  and  the  Poet's  intimate  friend. 

NOTE  63  P.  260. 

A  Tavern-keeper. 

NOTE  7,  P.  269. 
A  Wine  Merchant. 

NOTE  8,  P.  269. 
The  Publisher  of  the  Weekly  Magazine.    . 

NOTE  9,  P.  270. 
A  fool  who  attended  at  Funerals. 

NOTE  10,  P.  271. 
The  Penny-post  Master. 

NOTE  11,  P.  271. 

An  excellent  classical  Scholar, 
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SCOTS  POEMS. 


AN  ECLOGUE. 


1  WAS  e'ening  whan  the  speckled  gowdspihfc 

sang, 

When  new-fa'en  dew  in  blobs  o*  chrystal  hang ; 
Then  Will  and  Sandle  thought  they'd  wrought 

eneugh, 

And  loos'd  their  sair  toil'd  owsen  frae  the  pleugh : 
Before  they  ca'd  their  cattle  to  the  town, 
The  lads  to  draw  their  breath  e'en  sat  them  down: 
To  the  stiff  sturdy  aik  they  lean'd  their  backs, 
While  honest  Sandie  thus  began  the  cracks. 
.  II.  B 
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•AN  ECLOGUE. 
SANDIE. 

Alice  I   could  bear  the  laverock's  slirill-tun'd 

throat. 

And  listen  to  the  clatt'ring  gowdspink's  note  ; 
Ance  I  could  whistle  cantily  as  thev, 
To  owsen  as  they  till'd  my  raggit  clay  ; 
But  now  I  wou'd  as  lieve  maist  lend  my  lugs 
To  tuneless  puddocks  croaking  i'  the  bogs  ; 
I  sigh  at  name,  a-field  am  dowie  too, 
To  sowf  a  tune  I'll  never  crook  my  mou. 

WILLIE. 

Foul  fa*  me  gif  your  bridal  had  na  been 
~Nae  langer  bygane  than  sin'  Hallow-e'en, 
I  cou'd  hae  tell'd  you  but  a  warlock's  art, 
That  some  daft  lightlyin'  quean  had  stown  your 

heart ; 

Our  beasties  here  will  tak  their  e'ening  pluck, 
An'  now  sin'  Jock's  gane  hame  the  byres 
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AN  ECLOGUE. 


Fain  would  I  lioup  my  friend  will  be  inclin'd 
To  gie  me  a'  the  secrets  o'  his  mind  : 
Heh  !   San  die,  lad,  what  dool's  come  owre  ye  now, 
That  you  to  whistle  ne'er  will  crook  your  mou  r1 

SAN  DIE. 

Ah  !  Willie,  Willie,  I  may  date  my  wae 
Frae  what  beted  me  on  my  bridal  day  ; 
Sair  may  I  rue  the  hour  in  which  our  hands 
Were  knit  thegither  in  the  haly  bands  ; 
Sin  that  I  thrave  sae  ill,  in  troth  I  fancy, 
Some  fiend  or  fairy,  nae  sae  very  chancy, 
Has  driven  me,  by  pauky  wiles  uncommon, 
To  wed  this  flytin  fury  of  a  woman. 

WILLIE. 

Ah  !  Sandie,  aften  hae  I  heard  you  teli, 
AiViang  the  lasses  a'  she  bure  the  bell;  • 


12       THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF 

AN  ECLOGUE. 


And  say,  the  modest  glances  o'  her  e'en 
Far  dang  the  brightest  beauties  o'  the  green., 
You  ca'd  her  ay  sae  innocent,  sae  young, 
J  thought  she  kent  na  how  to  use  her  tongue. 

SANDIE. 

Before  I  married  her,  FJ1  tak  my  aith, 
Her  tongue  was  never  louder  than  her  breath  ; 
But  now  it's  turn'd  sae  souple  and  sae  bauld, 
That  Job  himsel  could  scarcely  thole  the  scauld. 

WILLIE. 

Let  her  yelp  on,  be  you  as  calm's  a  mouse, 
Nor  let  your  whisht  be  heard  into  the  house; 
Do  what  she  can,  or  be  as  loud's  she  please, 
Ne'er  mind  her  flytes,  but  set  your  heart  at  ease, 
Sit  down  and  blaw  your  pipe,  nor  faush  your  thumb, 
An'  there's  my  hand  she'll  tire,  and  soon  siug  dumb; 
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AN   ECLOGUE. 

Sooner  shou'd  Winter's  cauld  confine  the  sea, 
An  let  the  sma'est  o'  our  burns  rin  free; 
Sooner  at  Yule-day  shall  the  birk  be  drest, 
Or  birds  in  sapless  busses  big  their  nest, 
Before  a  tonguey  woman's  noisy  plea 
Should  ever  be  a  cause  to  danton  me. 

SANDIE. 

Weel  cou'd  I  this  abide,  but  oh  !  I  fear 
I'll  soon  be  twin'd  o'  a  my  warldly  gear  ; 
My  kirastaff  now  stands  gizzen'cl  at  the  door, 
My  cheese-rack  toom  that  ne'er  was  toom  before 
My  kye  may  now  rin  rowtin  to  the  hill, 
And  on  the  naked  yird  their  milkness  spill ; 
She  seenil  lays  her  hand  upo'  a  turn,. 
Neglects  the  kebbuck,  and  forgets  the  kirn  ; 
I  vow  my  hair-mould  milk  would  poison  dogs, 
As  it  siands  lapper'd  in  the  dirty  cogs. 
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AN  ECLOGUE. 


Before  the  seed  I  sell'd  my  ferra  cow, 
An'  wi'  the  profit  coft  a  stane  o'  woo': 
I  thought,  by  priggin,  that  she  might  hae  spun 
A  plaidie,  light,  to  screen  me  frae  the  sun  ; 
But  tho'  the  siller's  scant,  the  cleedin  dear, 
She  has  na  ca'd  about  a  wheel  this  year. 
Last  ouk  but  ane  I  was  frae  hame  a  day, 
Buying  a  thrave  or  twa  o'  bedding  strae  : 
O'  ilka  thing  the  woman  had  her  will, 
Had  fouth  o'  meal  to  bake,  and  hens  to  kill  : 
But  hyn  awa'  to  Edinbrough  scour'd  she 
To  get  a  making  o1  her  fav'rite  tea  ; 
And  'cause  I  left  her  na  the  weary  clink, 
She  pawn'd  the  very  trunchers  frae  my  bink. 

tTILLIE. 

Her  tea  !  ah  !  wae  betide  sic  costly  gear, 
Or  them  tkat  ever  wad  the  price  o't  spear, 
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Sin  my  auld  gutcher  first  the  \vaim  knew, 
Fouk  had  na  fund  the  Indies  whare  it  grew. 
I  mind  mysel,  it's  nac  sae  lang  sin'  sync, 
Whan  Auntie  Marion  did  her  stamack  tyne, 
That  Davs  our  gard'ner  came  frae  Apple-bog, 
An'  gae  her  tea  to  tak  by  way  o'  drog. 

SANDIE. 

Whan  ilka  herd  for  cauld  his  fingers  rubs, 
An'  cakes  o'  ice  are  seen  upo'  the  dubs  ; 
At  morning,  whan  frae  pleugh  or  fauld  I  come. 
I'll  see  a  bra'  reek  rising  frae  my  lum, 
An  aiblin's  think  to  get  a  ran  tin  blaze, 
To  fley  the  frost  awa',  and  toast  my  taes .; 
But  whan  I  shoot  my  nose  in,  ten  to  ane 
If  I  weelfardly  see  my  ane  hearthstane  ; 
She  round  the  ingle  wi'  her  gimmers  sits, 
Crammin  their  gabbies  wi'  her  nicest  bits, 
While  the  gudeman  out-by  maun  fill  his  crap 
iFrae  the  milk  coggie,  or  the  parritch  cap. 


16       THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF 

AN  ECLOGUE. 

^^V*%^V^%^VVV^V^»/*V^;\^%^%^%%.%.V^%'%^'X^V^^%%^%/».%V%%*^^'*%.ll 

WILLIE. 

Sandie,  gif  this  were  ony  common  plea, 
I  shou'd  the  lealest  o'  my  counsel  gie ; 
But  make  or  meddle  betwixt  man  an'  wife, 
Is  what  I  never  did  in  a'  my  life. 
It's  wearing  on  now  to  the  tail  o'  May, 
An'  just  between  the  beer-seed  and  the  hay  ; 
As  lang's  an  orra  morning  may  be  spar'd, 
IStap  your  wa's  east  the  haugh,  an*  tell  the  laird  ; 
For  he's  a  man  weel  vers'd  in  a*  the  laws, 
Kens  baith  their  outs  and  ins,  their  cracks  an'  flaws. 
An'  ay  right  gleg,  whan  things  are  out  o'  joint, 
At  sattlin  o'  a  nice  or  kittle  point. 
But  yonder's  Jock,  he'll  ca'  your  owsen  name, 
And  tak  thir  tidings  to  your  thrawart  dame, 
That  ye're  away  ae  peacefu'  meal  to  prie, 
An'  tak  your  supper  kail  or  sow'ns  wi'  me. 


AN  ECLOGUE, 

To  tlie  Memory  of  DR.  WILLIAM  WILKIE,  late 
Professor  of  Natural  Philosophy  in  the  Uni 
versity  of  St.  Andrews. 

GEORDIE    AND    DAVIE. 
GEORDIE. 

JjLAW  saft  my  reed,  and  kindly,  to  my  maen, 
Weel  may  ye  thole  a  saft  and  dowie  strain. 
Nae  mair  to  you  shall  shepherds,  in  a  ring, 
Wi'  blitlmess  skip,  or  lasses  lilt  and  sing  ; 
Sic  sorrow  now  maun  sadden  ilka  e'e  ; 
And  ilka  waefu*  shepherd  grieve  wi'  me. 

DAVIE. 

Wharefore  begin  a  sad  and  dowie  strain, 
Or  banish  liltin  frae  the  Fifan  plain  ? 
Tho'  Simmer's  gane,  and  we  na  langer  view 
The  blades  o'  claver  wat  wi'  pearls  o'  dew  ; 
Cauld  Winter's  bleakest  blasts  we'll  eithly  cour, 
X)ur  elden's  driven,  and  our  hairst  is  owre ; 
VOL.  II.  € 
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TO   THE  MEMORY  OF  DR.  WILLIAM  WILKIE. 

Our  rucks,  fu'  thick,  arc  stackit  i'  the  yard  ; 
For  the  Yule-feast  a  sautit  mart's  prepar'd ; 
The  ingle-nook  supplies  the  simmer  fields, 
And  aft  as  mony  gleefiT  moments  yields. 
Swith,  man  !  fling  a  your  sleepy  springs  awa, 
And  on  your  canty  whistle  gie's  a  blaw  : 
Blithness,  I  trow,  maun  lighten  ilka  e'e  ; 
And  ilka  canty  callant  sing  like  me. 

GEORDIE. 

Na,  na  !  a  canty  spring  wad  now  impart 
*Just  threefauld  sorrow  to  my  heavy  heart. 
Thof  to  the  weet  my  ripen'd  aits  had  fa'en, 
Or  shake-winds  owre  ray  rigs  wi'  pith  had  blawn; 
To  this  I  could  hae  said,  "  I  carena  by/' 
Nor  fund  occasion  now  my  cheeks  to  dry. 
Crosses  like  thae,  or  lack  o'  warld's  gear, 
Are  naething,  when  we  tyne  a  friend  that's  dear. 
Ah  !  waes  me  for  you,  Willie  !  mony  a  day 
Did  I  wi'  you  on  yon  broom*thackit 
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Hound  aff  my  sheep,  and  let  them  careless  gang 
To  hearken  to  your  cheery  tale  or  sang  ; — 
Sangs  that,  for  ay,  on  Caledonia's  strand, 
Shall  sit  the  foremost  'mang  her  tunefu'  band. 
I  dreamt,  yestreen,  his  deadly  wraith  I  saw 
Gang  by  my  een,  as  white's  the  driven  snaw  ; 
My  collie,  Ringie,  youf'd  and  youl'd  a*  night; 
Cour'd  and  crap  nar  me,  in  an  unco  fright : 
I  waken'd,  fley'd,  and  shook  baith  lith  and  lim.', 
A  cauldners  took  me,  and  my  sight  gre.v/  dim; 
I  kent  that  it  forspake  approaching  wae, 
Whan  my  poor  doggie  was  disturbit  sae. 
Nae  sooner  did  the  day  begin  to  dawn, 
Than  I  beyont  the  knowe  fu'  speedy  ran, 
Whare  I  was  keppit  wi*  the  heavy  tale 
That  sets  ilk  dowie  gangster  to  bewail. , 

DAVIE. 

And  wha  on  Fifan  bents  can  weel  refu 
T.o.ijie  the. tear  o*  tribute  to  his  Muse  ?-— - 
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TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  DR.  WILLIAM   WILKIE. 

Fareweel  ilk  cheery  spring,  ilk  canty  note, 

Be  daffin  and  ilk  idle  play  forgot ; 

Bring  ilka  herd  the  mournfu',  mournfu'  boughs, 

Rosemary  sad,  and  ever  dreary  yews  ; 

Thae  lat  be  steepit  i'  the  saut,  saut  tear, 

To  weet  wi'  hallo w'd  draps  his  sacred  bier, 

Whase  sangs  will  ay  in  Scotland  be  rever'd, 

While  slow-gawn  owsen  (urn  the  flow'ry  swaird;. 

While  bonnie  lammie's  lick  the  dews  of  spring, 

While  gaudsmen  whistle,  or  while  birdies  sing. 

GEORDJE. 

'Twas  na  for  weel-tim'd  verse  or  sangs  alane,, 
He  bure  the  bell  frae  ilka  shepherd  swain. 
Nature  to  him  had  gi'en  a  kindly  lore, 
Deep,  a'  her  mystic  ferlies  to  explore : 
For  a'  her  secret  workings  he  could  gie 
Reasons  that  wi'  her  principles  agree. 
Ye  saw,  yoursel,  how  weel  his  mailin  thrave;; 
Ay  better  faugh'd  and.  snodit  than  the  lave : 
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Lang  had  the  thristles  and  the  dockans  been 
In  use  to  wag  their  taps  upo'  the  green, 
Wyiare  now  his  bonny  rigs  delight  the  view, 
And  thrivin  hedges  drink  the  caller  dew  (1 ). 

DAVIE. 

They  tell  me,  Geordie  !  he  had  sic  a  gift, 
That  scarce  a  starnie  blinkit  frae  the  lift, 
But  he  wad  some  auld  warld  name  for't  find, 
As  gart  him  keep  it  freshly  in  his  mind. 
For  this,  some  ca'd  him  an  uncanny  wight  : 
The  clash  gaed  round,  "he  had  the  second  sight;" 
A  tale  that  never  fail'd  to  be  the  pride 
O'  grannies  spinnin  at  the  ingle-side. 

GEORDIE. 

But  now  he's  gane;  and  Fame,  that,  whan  alive, 
Seenil  lats  ony  o'  her  votaries  thrive, 
Will  frae  his  shinin  name  a'  motes  withdraw, 
And  on  her  loudest  trump  his  praises  blaw. 
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Lang  may  his  sacred  banes  untroubled  rest ! 
Lang  may  his  truff  in  gowans  gay  be  drest ! 
Scholars  and  bards  unheard  of  yet  shall  come, 
And  stamp  memorials  on  his  grassy  tomb, 
Which  in  yon  ancient  kirk-yard  shall  remain, 
Fam'd  as  the  urn  that  hauds  the  Mantuan  swain. 


JE  L  £  G  r 

ON  THE 

DEATH  OF  MR.  DAVID  GREGORY, 

Late  Professor  of  Mathematics  in  the  University 
of  St.  Andrew's. 

™  OW  mourn,  ye  college  masters  a'  ! 
Ail  frae  your  een  a  tear  let  fa', 
Fam'd  GREGORY  death  has  ta'en  awa' 

Without  remead ; 
The  skaith  ye've  met  wi's  nae  that  sma', 

Sin'  Gregory's  dead. 

The  students  too  will  miss  him  sair, 
To  school  them  weel  his  eident  care, 
Now  they  may  mourn  for  ever  mair> 

They  hae  great  need  ; 
They'll  hip  the  maist  feck  o'  their  lear, 

Sin'  Gregory's  dccid. 
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ELEGY  ON  MR.  DAVID  GREGORY. 


He  could,  by  Euclid,  prove  lang  syne 
A  ganging  point  compos'd  a  line  ; 
By  numbers  too  he  cou'd  divine, 

When  he  did  read, 
That  three  times  three  just  made  up  nine  ^ 

But  now  he's  dead. 

In  Algebra  weel  skill'd  he  was, 
An'  kent  fu'  weel  proportion's  laws  ; 
He  cou'd  mak  clear  baith  B's  and  A's 

Wi'  his  lang  head  ; 
Rin  owre  surd  roots,  but  cracks  or  flaws  ; 

But  now  he's  dead. 

Weel  vers'd  was  he  in  architecture, 
An'  kent  the  nature  o'  the  sector, 
Upo'  baith  globes  he  weel  cou'd  lecture, 

An'  gar's  tak  heed  : 
O'  geometry  he  was  the  Hector  ; 

But  now  he's  dead- 
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Sae  weel's  he'd  fley  the  students  a', 
Wlian  they  were  skelpin  at  the  ba'  : 
They  took  leg-bail,  and  ran  awa' 

Wi'  pith  and  speed : 
We  winna  get  a  sport  sae  braw, 

Sin'  Gregory's  dead. 

Great  'casion  hae  we  a'  to  weep, 
And  deed  our  skins  in  mourning  deep, 
For  Gregory  death  will  fairly  keep, 

To  tak  his  nap  : 
He'll  till  the  resurrection  sleep, 

As  sound's  a  tap. 


"v    $ 
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THE 


DAFT   DAYS, 


.NOW  mirk  December's  dowie  face 
Glowrs  owre  the  rigs  wi'  sour  grimace, 
While,  thro'  his  minimum  o'  space 

The  bleer-e'ed  sun, 
Wi'  blinkin  light  and  stealin  pace, 

His  race  doth  run. 

Frae  naked  groves  nae  birdie  sings  ; 
To  shepherd's  pipe  nae  hillock  rings  ; 
The  breeze  nae  od'rous  flavour  brings, 

Frae  Borean  cave ; 
.And  dwynin  Nature  droops  her  wings, 

Wi'  visage  grave. 
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Mankind  but  scanty  pleasure  glean 
Frae  snawy  hill  or  barren  plain, 
Whan  Winter,  'midst  his  nippin  train, 

Wif  frozen  .spear, 
Sends  drift  owre  a'  his  bleak  domain, 

And  guides  the  weir. 

Auld  Reikie  !  thou'rt  the  canty  hole  ; 
A  bield  for  mony  a  cauldrife  soul, 
Wha  snugly  at  thine  ingle  loll, 

Baith  warm  and  couth 
While  round  they  gar  the  bicker  roll, 

To  weet  their  mouth. 

Whan  merry  Yule-day  comes,  I  trow, 
You'll  scantlins  find  a  hungry  mou  ; 
Sma'  are  our  cares,  our  stamacks  fou 

O'  gusty  gear, 
And  kickshaws,  strangers  to  our  view  -- 

Sin'  fairn-ycar. 
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Ye  browster  wives  I  now  busk  ye  braw, 
And  fling  your  sorrows  far  awa* ; 
Then,  come  and  gie's  the  tither  blaw 

O'  reaming  ale, 
Mair  precious  than  the  Well  o'  Spa, 

Our  hearts  to  heal. 

Then,  tho'  at  odds  wi'  a*  the  warl, 
Amang  oursels  we'll  never  quarrel  ; 
Tho'  Discord  gie  a  canker'd  snarl, 

To  spoil  our  glee, 
As  lang's  there's  pith  into  the  barrel, 

We'll  drink  and  gree. 

Fiddlers  I  your  pins  in  temper  fiit, 
And  roset  weel  your  fiddle-sticks  ; 
But  banish  vile  Italian  tricks 

Frae  out  your  quorum 
Nor  fortes  wi'  pianos  mix  ; — 

Gie's  Tullochgorum. 
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For  nought  can  cheer  the  heart  sae  weel, 
As  can  a  canty  Highland  reel ; 
It  even  vivifies  the  heel 

To  skip  and  dance  : 
Lifeless  is  he  wha  canna  feel 

Its  influence. 

Let  mirth  abound  ;  let  social  cheer 
Invest  the  dawnin  o'  the  year  ; 
Let  blithsome  Innocence  appear, 

To  crown  our  joy  : 
Nor  Envy,  wi*  sarcastic  sneer, 

Our  bliss  destroy. 

And  thou,  great  god  of  Aquavitce  ! 
Wha  sways  the  empire  o'  this  city ; — 
Whan  fou,  we're  sometimes  capernoity  ;- 

Be  thou  prepar'd 
To  hedge  us  frae  that  black  banditti, 

The  Citv  Guard, 


THE 

KING'S  BIRTH-DAY 

IN  EDINBURGH, 


\!  quails  hurly-burly  full,  si  forte  vidissss. 

POLEMO-MIDDINIA. 


J.  sing  the  day  sae  aften  sung, 

Wi'  which  our  lugs  hae  yearly  rung, 

In  whase  loud  praise  the  Muse  has  dung 

A'  kind  o'  print ; 
But  vow  !  the  limmer's  fairly  flung ; 

There's  naething  iri't, 

I'm  fain  to  think  the  joys  the  same 
In  London  town  as  here  at  hame, 
Whare  fouk  of  ilka  age  and  name, 

Baith  blind  and  cripple, 
Forgather  aft,  O  fie  for  shame  ! 

To  drink  and  tipple. 
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O  Muse,  be  kind,  and  dinna  fash  us 
To  flee  awa'  beyont  Parnassus, 
Nor  seek  for  Helicon  to  wash  us, 

That  heath'nish  spring ; 
Wi'  Highland  whisky  scour  our  hawses, 

And  gar  us  sing. 

Begin  then,  dame,  ye've  drunk  your  fill, 
You  wadna  hae  the  tither  giil  ? 
You'll  trust  me,  mair  wad  do  you  ill, 

And  ding  you  do;tet; 
Troth  'twould  be  sair  against  my  will 

To  hae  the  wyte  o't. 

Sing  then,  how,  on  the  fourth  of  June, 
Our  bells  screed  aff  a  loyal  tune, 
Our  ancient  castle  shoots  at  noon, 

Wi'  flag-staff  buskit, 
Frae  which  the  soldier  blades  come  down 

To  cock  their  musket. 
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Oh  willawins  !  Mons  Meg,  for  you, 
'Twas  firing  crack'd  thy  muckle  mou  ; 
What  black  mishanter  gart  ye  spew 

Baith  gut  and  ga'  ? 
J  fear  they  bang'd  thy  belly  fu' 

Against  the  law. 

Right  seldom  am  I  gien  to  bannin, 
But,  by  my  saul,  ye  was  a  cannon, 
Cou'd  hit  a  man,  had  he  been  stannin 

In  shire  o'  Fife 
Sax  lang  Scots  miles  ayont  Clackmannan, 

An'  tak  his  life. 

The  hills  in  terror  wad  cry  out, 
And  echo  to  thy  dinsome  rout ; 
The  herds  wad  gather  in  their  nowt, 

That  glowr'd  wi'  wonder,, 
Hafflins  afraid  to  bide  thereout 

To  hear  thy  thunder. 
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Sing  likewise,  Muse,,  how  blue-gown  bodies, 
Like  scar-craws  new  ta'en  down  frae  woodies, 
Come  here  to  cast  their  clouted  duddies, 

And  get  their  pay  : 
Than  them  what  magistrate  mair  proud  i? 

On  king's  birth-day? 

On  this  great  day  the  city-guard, 

In  military  art  weel  lear'd, 

Wi'  powder'  d  pow  and  shaven  beard, 

Gang  thro*  their  functions, 
By  hostile  rabble  seldom  spar'd 

Of  clarty  unctions. 

"O  soldiers  !  for  your  ain  dear  sakes, 
For  Scotland's,  alias  Land  of  Cakes, 
Gie  not  -her  bairns  sic  deadly  pakes, 
Nor  be  sae  ru.de> 
VOL,  I!.  E 
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Wi'  firelock  or  Lochaber  ax, 

•As  spill  their  blude. 

Now  round  and  round  the  serpents  whiz, 
•Wi'  hissing  wrath  and  angry  phiz  ; 
Sometimes  they  catch  a  gentle  gizz, 

Alake  the  day  ! 
And  singe,  wi*  hair-devouring  bizz, 

Its  curls  away. 

Shou'd  th'  owner  patiently  keek  round, 
To  view  the  nature  of  his  wound, 
Dead  pussie>  draggled  through  the  pond, 

Taks  him  a  lounder, 
Which  lays  his  honour  on  the  ground 

As  flat's  a  flounder. 

The  Muse  maun  also  now  implore 
Auld  wives  to  steek  ilk  hole  ajid  bore ; 
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If  baudrons  slip  but  to  the  door, 
I  fear,  I  fear, 

STie'll  no  lang  shank  upon  all  four 

This  time  oj  year. 

Next  day  each  hero  tells  his  news 
O'  crackit  crowns  and  broken  brows, 
And  deeds  that  here  forbid  the  Muse 

Her  theme, to  swell, 
Or  time  mair  precious  abuse 

Their  crimes  to  tell. 

She'll  rather  to  the  fields  resort, 
Whare  music  gars  the  day  seem  short, 
Whare  doggies  play,  and  lammies  sport 

Oh  gowany  braes, 
Whare  peerless  Fancy  hauds  her  court. 

And  tunes  her  lays. 


CALLER  OYSTERS. 


Happy  the  man,  who,  free  from  care  and  strife 
In  silken  or  in  leathern  purse  retains 
A  splendid  shilling.     He  nor  hears  with  pain 
New  oysters  cry'd,  nor  sighs  for  cheerful  ale. 

PHILLIPS. 


\J    a  the  waters  that  can  hobble, 
A  fishing  yole,  or  sa'mon  coble, 
And  can  reward  the  fisher's  trouble, 

Or  south  or  north, 
There's  nane  sae  spacious  and  sae  noble, 

As  Firth  o'  Forth. 

In  her  the  skate  and  codlin  sail  ; 
The  eel,  fu*  supple,  wags  her  tail  ; 
Wi'  herrin.,  fleuk,  and  mackarel, 

And  whytens  dainty : 


-Si 

a 
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Their  spindleshanks  the  labsters  trail, 
Wi'  partans  plenty, 

Auld  Reikie's  sons  blithe  faces  wear  ; 
September's  merry  month  is  near, 
That  brings  in  Neptune's  caller  cheer, 

New  oysters  fresh; 
The  halesomest  and  nicest  gear 

O'  fish  or  flesh. 

O  !  then  we  needna  gie  a  plack 
For  dand'ring  mountebank  or  quack, 
Wha  o'  their  drogs  sae  bauldly  crack, 

An'  spread  sic  notions, 
As  gar  their  feckless  patients  tak 

Their  stinking  potions. 

Come,  prie,  frail  man  !  for  gin  thou'rt  sickx 
The  oyster  is  a  rare  cathartic, 
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As  ever  doctor  patient  gart  lick. 

To  cure  his  ails  ; 

Whether  you  hae  the  head  or  hcart-ake. 
It  ay  prevails. 

Ye  tipplers,  open  a  your  poses  : 
Ye,  wha  are  fash'd  wi'  plouky  nose?, 
Fling  o'er  your  craig  sufficient  doses; 

You'll  thole  a  hunder, 
To  fleg  awa  your  simmer  roses, 

And  naething  under. 

Whan  big  as  burns  the  gutters  rin, 
Gin  ye  hae  oatcht  a  droukit  skin, 
To  lucky  Middlemist's  loup  in, 

And  sit  fuj  snug 
Owre  oysters  and  a  dram  o'  gin, 

Or  haddock  lug. 
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Whan  auld  Saunt  Giles,  at  eight  o'clock, 
Gars  merchant  lowns  their  shoppies  lock. 
There  we  adjourn  wi'  hearty  fouk 

To  birle  our  bodies, 
_And  get  wharewi'  to  crack  our  joke, 

And  clear  our  noddles 

When  Phoebus  did  his  winnocks  steek, 
How  aften  at  that  ingle  cheek 
Did  I  my  frosty  fingers  beek, 

And  prie  good  fare  ? 
I  trow  there  was  nae  name  to  seek, 

Whan  steghin  there. 

While  glaikit  fools,  owre  rife  o*  cash 
Pamper  their  wames  wi'  fousom  trash, 
I  think  a  chiel  may  gayly  pass, 

He's  na  ill  bodden, 
That  gusts  his  gab  wi'  oyster  sauce, 

An  hen  weel  sodden. 
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At  Musselbrough,  and  eke  Newhaven, 
The  fisher  v/ives  will  get  top  livin 
Wlxan  lads  gang  out  on  Sunday's  even 

To  treat  their  joes, 
And  tak  o'  fat  .pandores  a  prievin, 

Or  mussel  brose. 

Then,  sometimes,  ere  they  flit  their  doup, 
They'll  aiblins  a'  their  siller  coup 
For  liquor  clear,  frae  cutty  stoup, 

To  weet  their  wizzen, 
And  swallow  owre  a  dainty  soup, 

For  fear  they  gizzen, 

A'  ye  wha  canna  stand  sae  sicker, 

Whan  twice  ye've  toom'd  the  big-ars'd  bicker, 

Mix  caller  oysters  wi'  your  liquor, 

And  I'm  your  debtor, 
If  greedy  priest  or  drowthy  vicar 

Will  thole  it  better. 


BRAID  CLAITH. 


l  E  wha  are  fain  to  hae  your  name 
Wrote  i*  the  bonny  book  o'  Fame, 
Let  merit  nae  pretension  claim 

To  laurell'd  wreath, 
But  hap  ye  weel,  baith  back  and  wame, 

In  gude  Braid  Claith. 

He  that  some  ells  o'  this  may  fa', 
And  slae-black  hat  on  pow  like  snaw, 
Bids  bauld  to  bear  the  gree  awa, 

Wi'  a'  this  graith, 
Whan  bienly  clad  wi'  shell  fu'  braw 

O'  gude  Braid  Claith. 
VOL.  II.  F 
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Waesuck  for  him  wha  has  nae  feck  o't ! 
For  he's  a  gowk  they're  sure  to  geek  at, 
A  chiel  that  ne'er  will  be  respeckit 

While  he  draws  breath. 
Till  his  four  quarters  are  bedeckit 

Wi'  gude  Braid  Claith. 

On  Sabbath-days  the  barber  spark, 
Whan  he  has  done  wi'  scrapin  wark, 
Wi'  siller  broachie  in  his  sark, 

Gangs  trigly,  faith ! 
jQr  to  the  meadow,  or  the  park, 

In  gude  Braid  Claith, 

Weel  might  ye  trow,  to  see  them  there, 
That  they  to  shave  your  haffits  bare, 
Or  curl  and  sleek  a  pickle  hair, 

Wad  be  right  laith, 
Whan  pacing  wi'  a  gawsy  air 

In  gude  Braid  Claitk, 
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If  ony  metti'd  stirrah  green 
For  favour  frae  a  lady's  een, 
He  maunna  care  for  being  seen 

Before  he  sheath 
His  body  in  a  scabbard  clean 

O'  gude  Braid  Claith. 

For,  gin  he  come  wi'  coat  thread-bare, 
A  feg  for  him  she  winna  care, 
But  crook  her  bonny  mou*  fu*  sair, 

And  scald  him  baitlu 
Wooers  should  ay  their  travel  spare 

Without  Braid  Claith. 

Braid  Claith  lends  fouk  an  unco  heese 
Maks  mony  kail-worms  butterflies, 
Gies  mony  a  doctor  his  degrees 

For  little  skaith : 
fn.  short,  you  may  be,  what  you  please 

Wi'  gude  Braid  Claith 
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For  thof  ye  had  as  wise  a  snout  on 
As  Shakespeare  or  Sir  Isaac  Newton, 
Your  judgment  fouk  wad  hae  a  doubt  on, 

I'll  tak  my  aith, 
Till  they  cou'd  see  ye  wi*  a  suit  on 

O'  gude  Braid  ClaitL 


ELEGY 


ON  THE 


DEATH  OF  SCOTS  MUSIC. 


Mark  it  Ccesario  ;  it  is  old  and  plain, 

The  spinsters  and  the  knitters  in  the  sun, 

And  the  free  maids  that  weave  their  thread  with 

bones. 
Do  use  to  chant  it. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  TWELFTH  NIGHT. 


ON  Scotia's  plains,  in  days  of  yore, 
Whan  lads  and  lasses  tartan  wore, 
Saft  Music  rang  on  ilka  shore, 

In  hamely  weed ; 
But  Harmony  is  now  no  more, 

And  Music  dead-, 
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Round  her  feather'd  choir  wad  wing, 

Sae  bormily  she  wont  to  sing, 

And  sleely  wake  the  sleeping  string, 

Their  sang  to  lead, 
Sweet  as  the  zephyrs  of  the  spring ; 

But  now  she's  deack 

Mourn  ilka  nymph  and  ilka  swain, 

Ilk  sunny  hill  and  dowie  glen  ; 

Let  weeping  streams  and  Naiads  drain 

Their  fountain  head  ; 
Let  Echo  swell  the  dolefu*  strain, 

Sin'  Music's  dead. 

Whan  the  saft  vernal  breezes  ca' 
The  grey-hair'd  Winter's  fogs  awaJ, 
Naebody  then  is  heard  to  blaw, 

Near  hill  or  mead; 
Or  chaunter,  or  on  aiten  straw, 

Sin'  Music's  dead, 
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Nae  lasses  now,  on  simmer  days, 
Will  lilt  at  bleaching  o'  their  claes  ; 
Nae  herds  on  Yarrow's  bonny  braes, 

Or  banks  o'  Tweed, 
Delight  to  chant  their  hameil  lays, 

Sin'  Music's  dead. 

At  gloamin  now  the  bagpipe's  dumb, 
Whan  weary  owsen  hameward  come : 
Sae  sweetly  as  it  wont  to  bum, 

And  pibrachs  skreed  ; 
We  never  hear  its  warlike  hum  ; 

For  Music's  dead. 

Macgibbon's  gane  :  All  !  waes  my  heart ! 
The  man  in  Music  maist  expert, 
Wha  could  sweet  melody  impart, 

And  tune  the  reed, 
Wi'  sic  a  slee  and  pawky  art ; 

But  now  he's  dead. 
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Ilk  carline  now  may  grunt  and  grane, 
Ilk  bonny  lassie  mak  great  mane, 
Since  he's  awa',  I  trow  there's  nane 

Can  fill  his  stead  ; 
The  blithest  sangster  on  the  plain  ! 

Alake,  he's  dead. 

Now  foreign  sonnets  bear  the  gree. 

And  crabbed  queer  variety 

Of  sounds  fresh  sprung  frae  Italy, 

A  bastard  breed  ! 
Unlike  that  saft-tongu'd  melody 

Which  now  lies  dead. 

Cou'd  lav'rocks  al,  the  dawning  day, 
Cou'd  Unties  chrrming  frae  the  spray, 
Or  todling  burns  that  smoothly  play 

O'er  gowden  bed, 
Compare  wi'  Birks  of  Invermay  ? 

But  now  they're  deadr 
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O  Scotland  !  that  could  aince  afford 
To  bang  the  pith  of  Roman  sword, 
Winna  your  sons,  wi*  joint  accord, 

To  battle  speed  ? 
And  fight  till  Music  be  restor'd, 

Which  now  lies  dead* 


VOL,  II  O 
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Hallowmas,  whan  nights  grow  lang; 
And  starnies  shine  fu'  clear, 
Whan  fouk,  the  nippin'  cauld  to  bang, 

Their  winter  hap-warms  wear, 

Near  Edinbrough  a  fair  there  hauds, 

I  wat  there's  nane  whase  name  is, 

For  strappin  dames  an'  sturdy  lads, 

An*  cap  an*  stoup,  mair  famous 

Than  it  that  day. 

Upo'  the  tap  o*  ilka  lum 

The  sun  began  to  keek, 
Ajid  bade  the  trig-made  maidens  come 

A  sightly  joe  to  seek 
At  Hallow-fair,  whare  browsters  rare 

Keep  gude  ale  on  the  gantries, 
An'  dinna  scrimp  ye  o'  a  skair 

O'  kebbucks  frae  their  pantries, 

'Fu*  saut  that  day. 
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Here  country  John,  in  bannet  blue,. 

And  eke  his  Sunday's  claes  < 
Rins  after  Meg  wi'  rokelay  new, 

And  sappy  kisses  lay  on  : 
She'll  tauntin'  say,  "  Ye.  silly  coof  5 

"  Be  o'  your  gab  mair  sparin' ;" 
He'll  tak  the  bint,,  and  criesh  her  loof 

Wi'  what  will  buy  her  fairin', 

To-  chow  that  day. 

Here  chapmen  billies  tak  their  stand. 

And  shaw  their  bonny  wallies ; 
Wow  !  but  they  lie  fu'  gleg  aff  hand 

To  trick  the  silly  fallows : 
Heh,  sirs  !  what  cairds  and  tinklers  come,. 

An*  ne'er-do-weel  horse-coupers, 
An'  spae-wives,  fenzying  to  be  dumb, 

Wi'  a'  siclike  landloupers, 

To  thrive  that  day  • 
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Here  Sawney  cries,  frae  Aberdeen, 

"  Come  ye  to  me  fa  need  ; 
"  The  brawest  shanks  that  e'er  were  seen 

"  I'll  sell  ye  cheap  an'  gude : 
"  I  wyt  they  are  as  protty  hose 

"  As  come  frae  weyr  or  leem : 
"  Here,  tak  a  rug,  and  shaw's  your  pose  ; 

Forseeth,  my  ain's  but  teem 

And  light  this  day." 

Ye  wives,  as  ye  gang  through  the  fair, 

O  mak  your  bargains  hooly  ! 
O'  a'  thir  wylie  louns  beware, 

Or,  fegs  !  they  will  ye  spulzie. 
For,  fairnyear,  Meg  Thamson  got, 

Frae  thir  mischievous  villains, 
A  scaw'd  bit  o'  a  penny  note, 

That  lost  a  score  o'  shillins 

To  her  that  day. 
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The  dinlin  drums  alarm  our  cars  ; 
The  Serjeant  screechs  fu'  loud, 
"  A*  gentlemen  and  volunteers 

"  That  wish  your  country  gude, 
"  Come  here  to  me,  and  I  sail  gie 

"  Twa  guineas  and  a  crown ; 
"  A  bowl  o'  punch,  that,  like  the  sea, 
"  Will  soom  a  lang  dragoon 

"  Wi'  ease  this  day." 

Without,  the  cuissars  prance  an'  nicker, 

An'  owre  the  lea-rig  scud  ; 
In  tents,  the  carles  bend  the  bicker, 

And  rant  and  roar  like  wud. 
Then  there's  sic  yellowchin  an'  din, 
Wi'  wives  an'  wee-anes  gabblin, 
That  ane  might  trow  they  were  a-kin 
To  a'  the  tongues  at  Babylon, 

Confus'd  that  day. 
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Whan  Phoebus  ligs  in  Thetis'  lap, - 

Auld  Reikie  gies  them  shelter, 
Whare  cadgily  they  kiss  the  cap, 

An'  ca't  round  helter-skelter. 
Jock  Bell  gaed  furth  to  play  his  freaks; 

Great  cause  he  had  to  rue  it ; 
For  frae  a  stark  Lochaber  ax 

He  gat  a  clamihewit 

Fu'  sair  that  night, 

ff  Ohon  J  (quo'  he),  I'd  rather  b<b 

"  By  sword  or  bagnet  stickit, 
"  Than  hae  my  crown  or  body  wi" 

"  Sic  deadly  weapons  nickit." 
Wi'  that  he  gat  anither  straik 

Mair  weighty  than  before, 
That  gart  his  feckless  body  aik, ., 

An'  spew  the  reekin  gore 

Fii'  red  that  night, 
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He  pechin  on  the  cawsey  lay, 

O'  kicks  and  cuffs  weel  sair'd ; 
A  Highland  aith  the  sergeant  gae, 

"  She  maun  pe  see  our  guard.'1 
Out  spak  the  weirlike  corporal, 

"  Bring  in  ta  drucken  sot :" 
They  trail'd  him  ben,  and  by  my  saul^ 

He  paid  his  drucken  groat 

For  that  neist  day. 

Gude  fouk,  as  ye  come  frae  the  fair, 

Bide  yont  frae  this  black  squad  ; 
There's  nae  sic  savages  elsewhere 

Allow'd  to  wear  cockade. 
Than  the  strong  lion's  hungry  maw, 

Or  tusk  o'  Russian  bear, 
Frae  their  wanruly  fellin  paw 

Mair  cause  ye  hae  to  fear 

Your  death  that  da 
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A  wee  soup  drink  docs  unco  wee!, 

To  haud  the  heart  aboon  ; 
It's  gude,  as  lang's  a  canny  chiel 

Can  stand  steeve  in  his  shoon. 
But  gin  a  birkie's  owre  weel  sair'd, 

It  gars  him  aften  stammer 
To  pleys  that  bring  him  to  the  guard, 

And  eke  the  council-chaumir 

Wi'  shame  that  da}>. 


ODE 

TO  THE  BEE. 


HERDS  !  blithesome  tune  your  canty  reeds. 

And  welcome  to  the  gowany  meads 

The  pride  o'  a  the  insect  thrang, 

A  stranger  to  the  green  sae  lang. 

Unfauld  ilk  buss,  and  ilka  brier, 

The  bounties  o'  the  gleesome  year, 

To  Him  whase  voice  delights  the  spring  ; 

Whas2  soughs  the  saftest  slumbers  bring. 

The  trees  in  simmer  eleedin  drest, 
The  hillocks  in  their  greenest  vest, 
The  brawest  flow'rs  rejoic'd  we  see 
Disclose  their  sweets,  and  ca*  on  thee, 
Blithely  to  skim  on  wanton  wing 
Thro*  a'  the  fairy  haunts  o'  Spring. 
VOL,  II.  H 
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Whan  fields  hae  gat  their  dewy  gift, 
An'  dawnin  breaks  upo'  the  lift, 
Then  gang  your  wa's  thro'  hight  and  ho  we. 
Seek  caller  haugh  or  sunny  knowe, 
Or  ivy  craig,  or  burn-bank  brae, 
Whare  industry  shall  bid  you  gae, 
For  hiney,  or  for  waxen  store, 
To  ding  sad  poortith  frae  the  door. 

Cou'd  feckless  creature,  man,  be  wise, 
The  simmer  o'  his  life  to  prize, 
In  winter  he  might  fend  fu'  bauld, 
His  eild  unkend  to  nippin  cauld ; 
Yet  thir,  alas  I  are  antrin  fouk, 
Wha  lade  their  scape  wi'  winter  stock. 
Auld  age  maist  feckly  glowrs  right  dour 
Upo'  the  ailings  o'  the  poor, 
Wha  houp  for  nae  comforting,  save 
That  dowie,  dismal  house,  the  grave, 
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Then,  feeble  man,  be  wise  ;  tak  tent 
How  Industry  can  fetch  content : 
Behold  the  bees  whare'er  they  wing, 
Or  thro'  the  bonny  bowers  o'  Spring, 
Whare  vi'lets  or  whare  roses  blaw, 
And  siller  dew-drops  nightly  fa', 
Or  whan  on,  open  bent  they're  seen, 
On  hether  hill  or  thristle  green  ; 
The  hiney's  still  as  sweet  that  flows 
Frae  thristle  cauld,  or  kendlin  rose. 

Frae  this  the  human  race  may  learn 
Reflection's  hiney'd  draps  to  earn, 
Whether  they  tramp  life's  thorny  way, 
Or  thro'  the  sunny  vineyard  stray. 

Instructive  bee  !  attend  me  still ; 
Owre  a'  my  labours  sey  your  skill : 
For  thee  shall  hineysuckles  rise, 


THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF 


ODE    TO    THE    BEE. 


Wi'  ladin  to  your  busy  thighs, 
And  ilka  shrub  surround  my  cell, 
Whareon  ye  like  to  hum  and  dwell : 
My  trees  in  bourachs  owre  my  ground 
Shall  fend  ye  frae  ilk  blast  o'  wind  : 
Nor  e'er  shall  herd,  wi'  ruthless  spike, 
Delve  out  the  treasures  frae  your  bikex 
But  in  my  fence  be  safe,  and  free 
To  live,  and  work,  and  sing,  like  me. 

Like  thee,  by  Fancy  wing'd,  the  Muse 
Scuds  ear'  an*  heartsome  owre  the  dews, 
Fu'  vogie,  an'  fou  blithe  to  crap 
The  winsome  flowers  frae  Nature's  lap, 
Twinin  her  livin  garlands  there, 
That  lyart  Time  can  ne'er  impair. 


ON  SEEING, 


BUTTERFLY  IN  THE  STREET 


JL^AFT  gowk,  in  macaroni  dress, 

Are  ye  come  here  to  shaw  your  face, , 

Bowel  en  vvi'  pride  o'  simmer  gloss, 

To  cast  a  dash  at  Reikie's  cross ; 

An'  glowr  at  mony  a  twa-legg'd  creature, 

Flees,  braw  by  art,  tho'  worms  by  nature  ? 

Like  country  laird  in  city  deeding, 
Ye're  come  to  town  to  lear*  good  breeding ; 
To  bring  ilk  darling  toast  and  fashion 
In  vogue  amang  the  flee  creation, 
That  they,  like  buskit  belles  an'  beaux, 
May  crook  their  mou'  fu'  sour  at  those 
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Whase  weird  is  still  to  creep,  alas  ! 
Uhnotic'd  'mang  the  humble  grass  ; 
While  you,  wi'  wings  new  buskit  trim, 
Can  far  frae  yird  an'  reptiles  skim  ; 
Newfangle  grown  wi'  new-got  form, 
You  soar  aboon  your  mither  worm. 

Kind  Nature  lent  but  for  a  day 
Her  wings  to  mak  ye  sprush  and  gay ; 
In  her  habuliments  a  while 
Ye  may  your  former  sell  beguile,* 
And  ding  awa'  th  vexing  thought    . 
O'  hourly  dwinin'  into  nought, 
By  beengin'  to  your  foppish  brithers, 
Black  corbies  dress'd  in  peacock's  feathers  ; 
Like  thee  they  dander  here  an'  there, 
Whan  Simmer's  blinks  are  warm  an'  fair, 
An'  lo'e  to  snuff  the  healthy  balm, 
Whan  E'en:nf  spreads  her  wing  sae  calm ; 
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But  whan  she  girns  an'  glowrs  sae  dou. 
Frae  Borean  houff  in  angry  sliow'r, 
Like  thee  they  scour  frae  street  or  £ 
An'  hap  them  in  a  lyther  bield  ; 
For  they  were  never  made  to  dree 
The  adverse  gloom  o'  Fortune's  e'e, 
Nor  ever  pried  life's  pinin'  woes, 
Nor  pu'd  the  prickles  wi'  the  rose. 

Poor  Butterfly  !  thy  case  I  mourr;, 
To  green  kail-yard  an'  fruits  return : 
How  could  you  troke  the  mavis'  note 
For  <e  penny  pies  all-pipin'  hot?" 
Can  lintie's  music  be  compar'd 
Wi'  gruntles  frae  the  City  Guard  ? 
Or  can  our  flow'rs,  at  ten  hour's  bell, 
The  go  wan  or  the  spink  excel  ? 

Now  shou'd  our  sclates  wi'  hailstaines  Ting;. 
What  cabbage-fauld  wad  screen  your  wing  : 
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Say,  fluttering  fairy  !   vvert  thy  hap 
To  light  beneath  braw  Nanny's  cap, 
Wad  she,  proud  butterfly  o'  May  ! 
In  pity  let  you  skaithless  gae  ? 
The  furies  glancing  frae  her  een 
Wad  rug  your  wings  o'  siller  sheen, 
That,  wae  for  thee  !  far,  far  outvy 
Her  Paris  artist's  finest  dye  ; 
Then  a'  your  bonny  spraings  wad  fall 
An'  you  a  worm  be  left  to  crawl. 

To  sic  mishanter  rins  the  laird 
Wha  quits  his  ha'-house  and  kail-yard, 
Grows  politician,  scours  to  court, 
Whare  he's  the  laughing-stock  and  sport 
O'  Ministers,  wha  jeer  an'  jibe, 
An'  heese  his  hopes  wi'  thought  o'  bribe. 
Till  in  the  end  they  flae  him  bare, 
Leave  him  to  poortith,  an'  to  care. 
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Their  fleetchin'  words  owre  late  he  sees, 
•He  trudges  hame,  repines,  an*  dies. 

Sic  be  their  fa'  wha  dirk  their  ben 
In  blackest  business  nae  their  ain  ; 
An'  may  they  scad  their  lips  fu'  leal, 
That  dip  their  spoons  in  ither's  kail. 


VOL.  II. 


ODE 

TO  THE  GOWDSPINK. 


i.i 
KAE  fields  where  Spring  her  sweets  has  blawn 

Wi'  caller  verdure  owre  the  lawn, 
The  Gowdspink  comes  in  new  attire, 
The  brawest  'mang  the  whistling  choir, 
That,  ere  the  sun  can  clear  his  een, 
Wi'  glib  notes  sane  the  Simmer's  green. 

Sure  Nature  herried  mony  a  tree, 
For  spraings  and  bonny  spats  to  thee  : 
Nae  mair  the  rainbow  can  impart 
Sic  glowin  ferlies  o'  her  art, 
Whase  pencil  wrought  its  freak*  at  will 
On  thee,  the  sey-piece  o'  her  skill. 
Nae  mair  thro'  straths  in  Simmer  dight 
We  seek  the  rose  to  bless  our  sight  ; 
Or  bid  the  bonny  wa'-flowers  spront 
-Oa  yonder  ruin's  lofty  snout. 
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Thy  shinin  garments  far  outstrip 
The  cherries  upo'  Hebe's  lip, 
And  fool  the  tints  that  Nature  chose 
To  busk  and  paint  the  crimson  rose. 

'Mang  men,  wae's-heart  !  we  aften  find 
The  brawest  drest  want  peace  o*  mind, 
While  he  that  gangs  wi'  ragged  coat  * 
Is  weel  contentit  wi'  his  lot. 
Whan  wand  wi'  glewy  birdlime's  set, 
To  steal  far  aff  your  dautit  mate, 
Blyth  wad  ye  change  your  deeding  gay 
In  lieu  of  lav'rock's  sober  gray. 
In  vain  thro'  woods  you  sair  may  baa 
The  envious  treachery  of  man, 
That  wi'  your  gowden  glister  ta'en, 
Still  hunts  you  on  the  Simmer's  plain, 
And  traps  you  'mang  the  sudden  fa's 
O'  Winter's  dreary,  dreepin  snawf  .- 
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Now  steekit  frae  the  gowany  field, 
Frae  ilka  fav'rite  houff  and  bield  ; 
But  mergh,  alas  !  to  disengage 
Your  bonny  buik  frae  fettering  cage, 
Your  free-born  bosom  beats  in  vain 
For  darling  liberty  again. 
In  window  hung,  how  aft  we  see 
Thee  keek  around  at  warblers  free, 
That  carol  saft,  and  sweetly  sing 
Wi*  a  the  blythness  o'  the  Spring  ? 
Like  Tantalus  they  hing  you  here 
To  spy  the*  glories  o'  the  year  : 
And  tho'  you're  at  the  burnie's  brink, 
They  douna  suffer  you  to  drink. 

Ah,  Liberty  !   thou  bonny  dame, 
How  wildly  wanton  is  thy  stream 
Round  whilk  the  birdies  a'  rejoice, 
An  hail  you  wi'  a  gratefu'  voice. 
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The  Gowdspink  chatters  joyous  here, 
And  courts  wi*  gleesome  sangs  his  peer : 
The  mavis  frae  the  new-bloom'd  thorn 
Begins  his  lauds  at  earest  morn  ; 
And  herd  lovvns  loupin  o'er  the  grass, 
Need  far  less  fleetchin  to  their  lass, 
Than  paughty  damsels  bred  at  courts, 
Wha  thraw  their  moil's,  and  tak  the  dorts  ; 
But,  reft  of  thee,  fient  flee  we  care 
For  a'  that  life  ahint  can  spare. 
The  Gowdspink,  that  sae  lang  has  kend 
Thy  happy  sweets  (his  wonted  friend), 
Her  sad  confinement  ill  can  brook 
In  some  dark  chaumer's  dowie  nook  j 
Tho'  Mary's  hand  his  nebb  supplies, 
Unkend  to  hunger's  painfu'  cries, 
Ev'n  beauty  canna  cheer  the  heart 
Frae  life,  frae  liberty  apart ; 
For  now  we  tyne  its  wciited  lay, 
Sae  lightsome,  sweet,  sae  Llythly  gay 
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Thus  Fortune  aft  a  curse  can  gie,  , 
To  wyle  us  far  frae  liberty ; 
Then  tent  her  syren  smiles  wha  list, 
I'll  ne'er  envy  your  girnel's  grist  ; 
For  whan  fair  Freedom  smiles  nae  mah, 
Care  I  for  life ;  Shame  fa'  the  hair  ; 
A  field  o'ergrown  wi'  rankest  stubble,, 
The  essence  o'  a  paltry  bubble. 


CALLER  WATER. 

"W  HEN  father  Adie  first  pat  spade  in 
The  bonny  yard  o'  ancient  Eden, 
His  amry  had  nae  liquor  laid  in 

To  fire  his  mou' 
Nor  did  he  thole  his  wife's  upbraidin 

For  being  fou*. 

A  caller  burn  o'  siller  sheen, 

Ran  cannily  out-owre  the  green, 

And  whan  our  gutcher's  drouth  had  been 

To  bide  right  sair, 
He  loutit  down  and  drank  bedeen 

A  dainty  skair. 

His  bairns  had  a/  before  the  flood 
A  langer  tack  o'  flesh  and  blood, 
And  on  mair  pithy  shanks  they  stood 

Than  Noah's  line. 
Wha  still  hae  been  a  feckless  brood. 

Wi'  drinking  wine. 
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The  fuddlin  bardies  now-a-days 
Rin  maukin-mad  in  Bacchus'  praise, 
And  limp  and  stoiter  thro'  their  lays 

Anacreontic, 
While  ilk  his  sea  of  wine  displays 

As  big's  the  Pontico 

My  Muse  will  nae  gae  far  frae  hame, 
Or  scour  a  airths  to  hound  for  fame  ; 
In  troth  the  jillet  ye  might  blame 

For  thinking  on't, 
Whan  aithly  she  can  find  the  theme 

Of  aqua  font. 

This  is  the  name  that  doctors  use 
Their  patient's  noddles  to  confuse; 
Wi'  simples  clad  in  terms  abstruse, 

They  labour  still, 
In  kittle  words  to  gar  ye  roose 

Their  want  o'  skilk 
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But  we'll  hae  nae sic  clitter-clatter ; 
And  briefly  to  expound  the  matter. 
It  shall  be  ca'd  guid  Caller  Water, 

Than  whilk  I  trow, 
Few  drugs  in  doctors  shops  are  better 

For  me  or  you- 

Tho'  joints  be  stiff  as  ony  rung, 
Your  pith  wi'  pain  be  sairly  dung, 
Be  you  in  Caller  Water  flung 

Out  o'er  the  lugs 
Twill  mak  ye  couple,  swack  and  young, 

Withouten  drugs. 

Tho'  cholic  or  the  heart-scad  tcaze  us, 
Or  ony  inward  dwaam  should  seize  us, 
It  masters  a'  sic  fell  diseases, 

That  wad  ye  spulzie, 
And  brings  them  to  a  canny  crisis 

Wi'  little  tulzie. 
VOL  II.  4C 
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Wer't  na  for  it  the  bonny  lasses 

Wad  glow'r  nae  mair  in  keeking  glasses. 

An'  soon  tine  dint  o'  a'  the  graces 

That  aft  conveen 
In  gleefu'  looks  an'  bonny  faces, 

To  catch  our  een. 

The  fairest  then  might  die  a  maid, 
An*  Cupid  quit  his  shooting  trade, 
For  wha  thro*  clarty  masquerade 

Cou'd  then  discover, 
Whether  the  features  under  shade 

Were  worth  a  lover  ? 

As  Simmer  rains  bring  Simmer  flowers, 
..An'  leaves  to  dead  the  birken  bowers, 
Sae  beauty  gets  by  caller  showers, 

Sae  rich  a  bloom, 
As  for  estate,  or  heavy  d  owers, 

Aft  stands  in 
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What  maks  Auld  Reikie's  dames  sae  fair  ? 
It  cannot  be  the  halesome  air, 
But  caller  burn,  beyond  compare, 

The  best  o*  ony, 
That  gars  them  a'  sic  graces  skair, 

An'  blink  sae  bonn  y.    . 

On  May-day,  in  a  fairy  ring, 

We've  seen  them  round  St  Anthon's  spring, 

Frae  grass  the  caller  dew-draps  wring 

To  weet  their  een, 
And  vrater  clear  as  crystal  spring, 

To  synd  them  clean.    . 

O  may  they  still  pursue  the  way, 
To  look  sae  feat,  sae  clean,  sae  gay ! 
Then  shall  their  beauties  glance  like  May, 

And,  like  her,  be 
The  Goddess  of  the  vocal  sp'ray, 

The  Muse,  and  in<?. 
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PHOEBUS,  sair  cow'a.wi'  Simmer's  night,, 
Cours  near  the  yird  wi'  blinkin  light ; 
Caiild  shaw  the  haughs,  nae  mair  bedight 

WT  Simmer's  claes, 
Which  heese  the  heart  o'  dowie  wight 

That  thro*  them  gaes, 

Weel  Iocs  me  o*  you,  Business  !  now  ; 
For  ye'll  weet  mony  a  drouthy  mou, 
That's  lang  a  geyzenin  gane  for  you, 

Withouten  fill 
Of  dribbles  frae  the  gude  brown  cow, 

Or  Highland  gill. 

The  Court  o'  Session,  weel  wat  I, 
Pits  ilk  chiel's  whittle  i'  the  pye ; 
Can  criesh  the  slaw-gaun  wheels  whan  dry^ 
Till  Session's  done; 
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Tho'  they'll  gie  mony  a  cheep  and  cry, 
Or  twalt  o*  June. 

Ye  benders  a',  that  dwall  in  joot, 
You'll  tak  your  liquor  clean  cap  out ; 
Synd  your  mouse-wabs  wi'  reamin  stout* 

While  ye  hae  cash, 
And  gar  your  cares  a'  tak  the  rout, 

And  thumb  ne'er  fash, 

Rob  Gibb's  grey  giz,  new-frizzled  fine, 
Will  white  as  ony  snaw-ba'  shine  ; 
Weel  does  he  loe  the  lawen  coin, 

Whan  dossied  downu 
For  whisky  gills,  or  dribs  o'  wine, 

In  cauld  forenoon. 

Bar-keepers,  now,  at  outer  door, 
Tak  tent  as  fouk  gang  back  and  fore; 
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The  fient  ane  there  but  pays  his  score  ; 

Nane  wins  toll-free; 
Tho'  ye've  a  cause  the  House  before, 

Or  agent  be. 

Gin  ony,  here,  wi'  canker  knocks, 
And  has  na  lows' d  his  siller  pocks, 
Ye  needna  think  to  fleetch  or  cox  ; — 

"  Come,  shaw's  your  gear 
"  Ae  scabbit  yowe  spoils  twenty  flocks  :— 

«  Ye's  no  be  here." 

Now,  at  the  door  they'll  raise  a  plea  : — 
Crack  on,  my  lads  ;  for  flytin's  free  ; 
For  gin  ye  shou'd  tongue-tacket  be, 

The  mair's  the  pity, 
When  scauldin  but  and  ben  we  see, 

Pendente  Ufa. 


ROBERT  FERGUSSON.  83 


THE  SITTING  OF  THE  SESSION. 

The  lawyers'  shelves,  and  printers'  presses, 
Grain  unco  sair  wi'  weighty  cases  ; 
The  clerk  in  toil  his  pleasure  places, 

To  thrive  bedeen  : 
At  five  hours'  bell  scribes  shaw  their  faces, 

And  rake  their  een. 

The  country  Fouk  to  lawyers  crook  : — • 
<e  Ah,  weels  me  o*  your  bonny  buik  ! 
tf  The  benmost  part  o'  my  kist-nook 

"  I'll  ripe  for  thee, 
"And  wiilin  ware  my  hindmost  rook 

*'  For  my  decree." 

But  Law's  a  draw-well  unco  deep, 

Withouten  rim  fouk  out  to  keep ; 

A  donnart  chiel,  whan  drunk,  may  dreep 

Fu'  sleely  in, 
•But  finds  the  gate  baith  stey  and  steep, 

Ere  out  he  wm. 


RISING  OF  THE  SESSION, 


1  O  a'  men  livin  "be  it  kend, 
The  Session  now  is  at  an  end : 
Writers,  your  finger-nebbs  unbend, 

And  quat  the  pen, 
Till  time,  wif  lyart  pow  shall  send 

Blithe  June  again, 

Tir'd  of  the  law  and  a'  its  phrases^ 
The  wylie  writers,  rich  as  Croesus, 
Hurl  frae  the  town  in  hackney  chaises, 

For  country  cheer  ; 
The  powney  that  in  spring-time  grazes 

Thrives  a*  the  year. 

Ye  lawyers,  bid  fareweel  to  lies, 
-Fareweel  to  din  ;•*- fareweel  to  fees  :— 
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The  canny  hours  o'  rest  may  please, 
Instead  o'  siller : 

Hain'd  mu'ter  hauds  the  mill  at  ease, 

And  fends  the  miller. 

Blithe  may  they  be  wha  wanton  play- 
In  Fortune's  bonny  blinkin  ray, 
Fu'  weel  can  they  ding  dool  away, 

•Wi*  comrades  couthy, 
And  never  dree  a  hungert  day, 

Or  e'enin  drouthy. 

'Ohon  the  day  !  for  him  that's  laid 
In  dowie  poortith's  cauldrife  shade  ; 
Aiblins  owre  honest  for  his  trade, 

He  racks  his  wits, 

How  he  may  get  his  buik  weel  clad, 
And  fill  his  guts. 
VOL.  II.  -L 
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The  farmers*  sons,  as  yap  as  sparrows^ 
Are  glad,  I  trow,  to  flee  the  barras, 
And  whistle  to  the  pleugh  and  harrows 

At  barley  seed : 
What  writer  wadna  gang  as  far  as 

He  could  for  bread. 

After  their  yokin,  I  wat  weel 
They'll  stoo  the  kebbuck  to  the  heel; 
Eith  can  the  pleugh-stilts  gar  a  chiel 

Be  unco  vogie, 
Clean  to  lick  aff  his  crowdy-meal, 

And  scart  his  cogie. 

Now  mony  a  fallow's  dung  adrift 
To  a'  the  blasts  beneath  the  lift ; 
And  tho'  their  stamack's  aft  in  tift, 

In  vacance  time, 
T«t  *eenii  do  they  ken  the  rift 

O'  stappit  warae. 
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Now  gin  a  notar  shou'd  be  wanted, 
You'll  find  the  pillars  gayly  planted  ; 
For  little  thing  protests  are  granted 

Upo'  a  bill, 
And  weightiest  matters  covenanted  . 

For  half  a  gill.  . 


Nae  body  taks  a  mornin  drib 

O'  Holland  gin  frae  Robin  Gibb ; 

And  tho'  a  dram  to  Rob's  mair  sib  '• 

Than  is  his  wife,., 
He  maun  tak  time  to  daut  his  Rib, 

Till  siller's  rife. 

This  vacance  is  a  h<?avy  doom 
On  Indian  Peter's  coffee-room, 
For  a*  his  china  pigs  are  toom; 

Nor  do  we  see 
In  wine  the  sucker  biskets  soom 

As  light's  a  flee. 
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But  stop,  my  Muse,  nor  mak  a  mane, 
Pate  does  na  fend  on  that  alane  ; 
He  can  fell  twa  dogs  W'L  ae  bane, 

While  idler  fouk 
Maun  rest  themsels  content  wi'  ane, 

Nor  farer  trock. 

Ye  change-house  keepers  never  grumble, 
Tho'  you  a  while  your  bickers  whumble, 
Be  unco  patientfu'  and  humble, 

Nor  mak  a  din, 
Tho'  gude  joot  binna  kent  to  rumble 

Your  warne  within. 

You  needna  grudge  to  draw  your  breath 
For  little  mair  than  half  a  reath  ; 
Than,  gin  we  a'  be  spar'd  frae  death, 

We'll  gladly  prie 
Fresh  noggans  o*  your  reaming  graith 

Wi'  blithesome  glee, 


LE1TH  RACES, 

IN  July  month,  ae  bonny  morn 
When  Nature's  rokelay  green 
Was  spread  owre  ilka  rig  o'  corn^ 

To  charm  our  rovin  een  ; 
Glowrin  about,  I  saw  a  quean, 

The  fairest  'neath  the  lift : 
Her  een  were  o'  the  siller  sheen ; 
Her  skin,  like  snawy  drift. 

Sae  white  that  day. 

Quo'  she,  "  I  ferly  unco  sair, 
"  That  ye  sud  musin  gae ; 
"  Ye  wha  hae  sung  o'  Hallow-fair, 

"  Her  Winter's  pranks,  and  play ; 
"  Whan  on  Leith-sands  the  racers  rare 

"  Wi'  Jocky  louns  are  met, 
"  Their  orra  pennies  there  to  ware, 
"  And  drown  themsels  in  debt 

Fu'  deep  that  day." 
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And  wha  are  ye,  my  winsome  dear, 

That  taks  the  gate  sae  early  ? 
Whare  do  ye  win,  gin  ane  may  spier ; 

For  I  right  meikle  ferly, 
That  sic  braw  buskit  laughin  lass 

Thir  bonny  blinks  shou'd  gie, 
And  loup,  like  Hebe,  owre  the  grass,  . 

As  wanton,  and  as  free 

Frae  dool  this  day  ? 

"  I  dwall  amang  the  caller  springs 

"  That  weet  the  Land  o'  Cakes, 
"  And  aften  tune  my  canty  strings 

"  At  bridals  and  late-wakes. 
"  They  ca'  me  MIRTH  : — I  ne'er  was  kend  I 

((  To  grumble  or  look  sour ; 
"  But  blithe  wad  be  a  lift  to  lend, 

fc  Gif  ye  wad  sey  my  power, 

And  pith,  this  day." 
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A  bargain  be't  j  and  by  my  fegs  ! 

Gif  ye  will  be  my  mate, 
Wi'  you  I'll  screw  the  cheery  pegs  ; 

Ye  shanna  find  me  blate  : 
We'll  reel  and  ramble  thro'  the  sands,, 

And  jeer  wi*  a'  we  meet  ; 
Nor  hip  the  daft  and  gleesome  bands 

That  fill  Edina's  street 

Sae  thrang  this  day, 

Ere  servant-maids  had  wont  to  rise 

To  seethe  the  breakfast  kettle, 
Ilk  dame  her  brawest  ribbons  tries, 

To  put  her  on  her  mettle, 
Wi'  wiles  some  silly  duel  to  trap, 

(And  troth  he's  fain  to  get  her); 
<But  she'll  craw  kniefly  in  his  crap, 

Wh«n,  wow  !  he  carina  flit  her 

hame  that  "da, 


THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF 


LETTH  RACES. 


Now,  mony  a  scaw'd  and  bare-ars'd  loun 

Rise  early  to  their  wark  : 
Enough  to  fley  a  muckle  town, 

Wi'  dinsome  squeel  and  bark. 
"  Here  is  the  true  and  faithfu'  list 

"  O'  Noblemen  and  Horses  ; 
gf  Their  eild,  their  weight,  their  height,  their  grist,. 

tc  That  rin  for  plates  or  purses, 

"  Fu'  fleet  this  day." 

To  whisky  plouks  that  brunt  for  ouks 

On  town-guard  sodgers'  faces, 
Their  barber  bauld  his  whittle  crooks 

And  scrapes  them  for  the  races. 
Their  stumps,  erst  used  to  philibegs, 

Are  dight  in  spatterdashes, 
-Whase  barkent  hides  scarce  fend  their  legs 

Frae  vveet  and  weary  plashes 

OJ  dirt  that  day. 
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((  Come,  hafe  a  care  (the  Captain  cries)> 

"  On  guns  your  bagnets  thraw; 
t(  Now  mind  your  manual  exercise, 

fl  And  marsh  down  raw  by  raw." 
And  as  they  march,  he'll  glowr  about, 

'Tent  a'  their  cuts  and  scars : 
'Mang  them  fell  mony  a  gawsy  snout 

Has  gusht  in  birth-day  wars, 

Wi'  blude  that  day. 

Her  nainsel  maun  be  carefu'  now, 

Nor  maun  she  be  mislear'd, 
Sin  baxter  lads  hae  seal'd  a  VTOW, 

To  skelp  and  clout  the  guard. 
I'm  sure  Auld  Reikie  kens  o'  nane 

That  wad  be  sorry  at  it, 
Tho'  they  should  dearly  pay  the  kain, 

And  get  their  tails  wed  sautit, 

And  sair,  thir  day 6. 
VOL  II,  M 
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The  tinkler  billies  i'  the  Bow, 

Are  now  less  eident  clinkin  ; 
As  lang's  their  pith  or  siller  dow, 

They're  dafiin  and  they're  drinkin. 
Bedown  Leith  Walk,  what  burrachs  reel, 

O'  ilka  trade  and  station, 
That  gar  their  wives  and  childer  feel 

Toom  wames,  for  their  libation 

O'  drink  thir  days  ! 

The  browster  wives  thegither  harl 

A*  trash  that  they  can  fa*  on  ; 
They  rake  the  grunds  o'  ilka  barrel, 

To  profit  by  the  lawen  : 
For  weel  wat  they,  a  skin  leal  het 

For  drinkin  needs  nae  hire  ; 
At  drumly  gear  they  tak  nae  pet ; 

Foul  water  sleekens  fire, 

And  drouth,  thir  days. 
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They  say,  ill  ale  has  leen  the  dead 

O'  mony  a  beardly  loun  : 
Then  dinna  gape  like  gleds,  wi'  greed, 

To  sweel  hale  bickers  down. 
Gin  Lord  send  mony  ane  the  morn, 

They'll  ban  fu'  sair  the  time 
That  e'er  they  toutit  aff  the  horn, 

Which  wambles  thro*  their  wame 
Wi'  pain  that  day. 

The  Buchan  bodies,  thro'  the  beach, 

Their  bunch  of  Findrams  cry  ; 
And  skirl  out  bauld,  in  Norlan  speech, 

"  Guid  speldins  ; — fa  will  buy  ?" 
And,  by  my  saul,  they're  nae  wrang  gea; 

To  gust  a  stirrah's  moil ; 
Weel  staw'd  wi'  them.,  he'll  never  spier 

The  price  o'  being  fu' 

Wi-'  drink  that  day. 
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Now  wylie  wights  at  rowly-powl, 

And  flingin  o'  the  dice, 
Here  brak  the  banes  o'  mony  a  soul 

Wi'  fa's  upo'  the  ice. 
At  first  the  gate  seems  fair  and  straught 

Sae  they  haud  fairly  till  her  : 
But,  wow !  in  spite  o'  a  their  maught, 

They're  rookit  o'  their  siller, 

And  gowd,  thir  days, 

Around,  whare'er  ye  fling  your  een, 

The  haiks,  like  wind,  are  scourin  : 
Some  chaises  honest  fock  contain  ; 

And  some  hae  mony  a  whore  in. 
Wi'  rose  and  lily,  red  and  white, 

They  gie  themsels  sic  fit  airs  ; 
Like  Dian,  they  will  seem  perfite  ; 

But  it's  nae  gowd  that  glitters 

Wi'  them  thir  davs. 
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The  Lion  here,  wi'  open  paw, 

May  cleek  in  mony  hunder, 
Wha  geek  at  Scotland  and  her  law, 

His  wylie  talons  under  : 
For,  ken,  tho'  Jamie's  laws  are  auld, 

(Thanks  to  the  wise  recorder  !) 
His  Lion  yet  roars  loud  and  bauld, 

To  haud  the  Whigs  in  order, 

Sae  prime  this  day. 

To  town-guard  drum  of  clangor  clear,, 

Baith  men  and  steeds  are  raingit : 
Some  liveries  red  or  yellow  wear  ; 

And  some  are  tartan  spraingit. 
And  now  the  red, — the  blue  e'en  now,— . 

Bids  fairest  for  the  market ; 
But,  ere  the  sport  be  done,  I  trow, 

Their  skins  arc  gayly  yarkit, 

And  peer.)    'Mr  ,!••    - 
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Siclike  in  Robinhood  debates, 

Whan  two  chiels  hae  a  pingle ; 
E'en  now,  some  coulie  gets  his  aits, 

And  dirt  wi'  words  they  mingle  ; 
Till  up  loup&he,  wi'  diction  fu', 

There's  lang  and  dreech  contestin ; 
For  now  they're  near  the  point  in  view  ;- 

Now,  ten  miles  frae  the  question 

In  hand  that  night. 

The  races  owre,  they  hale  the  dools 

Wi'  drink  o*  a  kin-kind  ; 
Great  feck  gae  hirpling  hame,  like  fools ; 

The  cripple  lead  the  blinds 
May  ne'er  the  canker  o*  the  drink 

Mak  our  bauld  spirits  thrawarr, 
'Case  we  get  wherewitlia'  to  wink 

Wi'  een  as  blue's  a  blawart, 

Wi'  straiks  thir  days  I 
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Et  multo  in  primis  hilarans  convivia  Baccho, 
Antefocum,  sifrigus  erit. 


VIRG.    BUC. 


'W  HAN  gloamin  grey  out-owre  the  welkin  keeks; 

Whan  Batie  ca's  his  owsen  to  the  byre  ; 
Whan  Thrasher  John,  sair  dung,  his  barn-door 
steeks, 

And  lusty  lasses  at  the  dightin  tire  ; 
What  bangs  fu'  leal  the  e'enings  coming  cauld, 

And  gars  snaw-tappit  Winter  freeze  in  vain  ; 
Gars  dowie  mortals  look  baith  blithe  and  bauld, 

Nor  fley'd  wi'  a'  the  poortith  o'  the  plain; 

Begin,  my  Muse  !  and  chant  in  hamely  str; 
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Frae  the  big  stack,  weel  winnow' t  on  the  hill, 

Wi'  divots  theekit  frae  the  weet  and  drift ; 
Sods,  peats,  and  heathery  trufs  the  chimley  fill, 

And  gar  their  thickening  smeek  salute  the  lift. 
The  gudeman,  new  come  hame,  is  blithe  to  find, 

Whan  he  out-owre  the  hallan  flings  his  een, 
That  ilka  turn  is  handled  to  his  mind  ; 

That  a*  his  housie  looks  sae  cosh  and  clean ; 

For  cleanly  house  loes  he,  thd*  e'er  sae  mean. 

Weel  kens  the  gudewife,  that  the  pleughs  require 
A  heartsome  meltith,  and  refreshin  synd 

O'  nappy  liquour,  owre  a  bleezin  fire  : 

Sair  wark  and  poortith  downa  weel  be  join'di 

Wi'  butter' d  bannocks  now  the  girdle  reeks  ; 

I'  the  far  nook  the  bowie  briskly  reams ; 

The  readied  kail  stands  by  the  chimley  cheeks, 
And  haud  the  riggin  het  wi'  welcome  streams^ 
Whilk  than  the  daintiest  kitchen  nicer  seems, 
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Frae  this,  lat  gentler  gabs  a  lesson  lear  : 
Wad  they  to  labouring  'lend  an  eident  hand, 

They'd  rax  fell  strang  upo'  the  simplest  fare, 
Nor  find  their  stamacks  ever  at  a  stand. 

Fu'  hale  and  healthy  wad  they  pass  the  day  ; 
At  night,  in  calmest  slumbers  dose  fu'  sound; 

Nor  doctor  need  their  weary  life  to  spae, 

Nor  drogs  their  noddle  and  their  sense  confound 
Till  death  slip  sleely  on,  and  gie  the  hindmost 
wound. 

'  On  sicken  food  has  mony  a  doughty  deed 

By  Caledonia's  ancestors  been  done  ; 
By  this  did  mony  o  wight  fu'  weirlike  bleed 

In  brulzies  frae  the  dawn  to  set  o'  sun. 
'Twas  this  that  braced  their  gardies    stiff  and 

strang  ; 

That  bent  the  deadly  yew  in  ancient  days  : 
Laid  Denmark's  daring  sons  on  yird  alang  ; 
VOL.  II.  N 
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Gar'd  Scottish  thristles  bang  the  Roman  bays  ; 
.For  near  our  crest  their  heads  they  doughtna  raise. 

The  couthy  cracks  begin  whan  supper's  owre ; 

The  cheering  bicker  gars  them  glibly  gash 
O'  Simmer's  showery  blinks,  and  Winter  sour, 

Whase  floods  did  erst  their  mailin's  produce  hash, 
'Bout  kirk  and  market  eke  their  tales  gae  on ; 
•     How  Jock  woo'd  Jenny  here  to  be  his  bride  ; 
And  there,  how  Marion,  for  a  bastard  son, 

Upo'  the  cutty-stool  was  forced  to  ride  ; 

The'waefu'  seauld  o'  our  Mess  John  to  bide. 

The  fient  a  cheep's  amang  the  bairnies  now  ; 

For  a'  their  anger's  wi'  their  hunger  gane : 
Ay  maun  the  childer,  wi'  a  fastin  mou', 

Grumble  and  greet,  and  mak  an  unco  mane. 
In  rangles  round,  before  the  ingle's  lowe, 

Frae  Gudame's  mouth  auld-warld  tales  they 
hear, 
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O'  warlocks  loupin  round  tRe  wirrikow : 

O'  ghaists  that  win  in  glen  and  kirkyard  drear, 
Whilk  touzles  a'  their  tap,  and  gars  them  shake 
wi'  fear !  . 

For  weel  she  trows  that  fiends  and  fairies  be   ' 
Sent  frae  the  deil  to  fleetch  us  to  our  ill ;  . 

That  kye  hae  tint  their  milk  wi'  evil  e'e ; 
And  corn  been  scowder'd  on  the  glowin  kill. 

O  mock  na  this,  my  friends  !  but  rather  mourn, 
Ye  in  life's  brawest  spring  wi'  reason  clear; 

Wi'  eild  our  idle  fancies  a'  return, 

I 
And  dim  our  dolefu'  days  wi'  bairnly  fear;   , 

The  mind's  ay  cradled  whan  the  grave  is  near. 

Yet  thrift,  industrious,  bides  her  latest  days, 
Tho'  age  her  sair-dow'd  front  wi'  runcles 

£et  frae  the  russet  lap  the  spindle  plays ; 
Her  e'enin  stent  reels  she  as  weel's  the  lav: 
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On  some  feast-day,  the  wee  things,  buskit  braw, 
'Shall  heeze  her  heart  up  wi'  a  silent  joy, 

Fu'  cadgie  that  her  head  was  up,  and  savr 
Her  ain  spun  cleedin  on  a  darling  boy  ; 
Careless  tho*  death  should  mak  the  feast  her  foy» 

In  its  auld  lerroch  yet  the  deas  remains, 

Whare  the  gudeman  aft  streeks  him  at  his  ease; 

A  warm  and  canny  lean  for  weary  banes 
O'  laborers  doil'd  upon  the  wintry  leas, 

Round  him  will  baudrons  and  the  collie  come, 
To  wag  their  tail,  and  cast  a  thankfu*  e'e 

To  him  wha  kindly  flings  them  mony  a  crum 
O'  kebbuck  whang' d,  and  dainty  fadge  to  prie£ 
This  a*  the  boon  they  crave,  and  a'  the  fee* 

Frae  him  the  lads  their  mornin  counsel  tak; 
What  stacks  he  wants  to  thrash;  what  rigs  to 
till; 
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How  big  a  birn  maun  lie  on  Bassie's  back, 
For  meal  and  mu'ter  to  the  thirlin  mill. 

Neist,  the  gudewife  her  hirelin  damsels  bicjs 

Glowr  thro'  the  byre,  and  see  the  hawkies  bound; 

Tak  tent,  'case  Crummy  tak  her  wonted  tids,. 
And  ca'  the  laiglen's  treasure  on  the  ground, 
Whilk  spills  a  kebbuck  nice,  or  yellow  pound. 

Then  a'  the  house  for  sleep  begin  to  grien, 
Their  joints  to  slack  frae  industry  a-whi!e  ; 

The  leaden  god  fa's  heavy  on  their  een, 

And  hafflins  steeks  them  frae  their  daily  toil; 

The  cruizie  too  can  only  blink  and  bleer  ; 
The  restit  ingle's  done  the  maist  it  dow; 

Tacksman  and  cotter  eke  to  bed  maun  steer, 
Upo'  the  cod  to  clear  their  druinly  pow, 
Till  wauken'd  by  the  dawnin's  ruddy  glow. 

Peace  to  the  husbandman  and  a'  his  tribe, 

TVhsse  care  fells  a'  our  wants  frae  year  to  y?av* 
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Lang  may  his  sock  and  cou'ter  turn  the  glybe,: 

And  banks  o'  corn  bend  down  wi'  laded  ear ! 
May  Scotia's  simmers  ay  look  gay  and  green ; 

Her  yellow  har'sts  frae  scowry  blasts  decreed ! 
May  a  her.  tenants  sit  fu'  snug  and  bien, 

Frae  the  hard  grip  o'  ails,  and  poortith  freed; 

And  a  lang  lasting  train  o'  peacefu'  hours,  suc 
ceed! 


THE 


ELECTION. 


Nunc  est  bibcndum,  et  bendere  Bickerum  magnum; 

Cavete    Town-Guardum,    D /    G—~dd—*-m 

ataque  C — pb — m. 


REJOICE,  ye  Burghers  !  ane  and  a' ; 

Lang  look't  for's  come  at  last : 
Sair  were  your  backs  held  to  the  wa', 

Wi'  poortith  and  wi'  fast. 
Now  ye  may  clap  your  wings  and  craw, 

And  gayly  busk  ilk  feather, 
For  deacon  cocks  hae  pass'd  a  law, 

To  rax  and  weet  your  leather 

Wi'  drink  thir  days. 

Haste,  Epps !  quo'  John,  and  bring  my  gfe; 

Tak  tent  ye  dinna't  spulzie : 
"Last  night  the  barber  gae't  a  friz, 

And  straikit  it  wi'  ulzie. 
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Hae  done  your  parritch,  lassie  Liz ! 

Gie  me  my  sark  and  gravat ; 
I'se  be  as  braw's  the  deacon  is, 

Whan  he  taks  affidavit 

O'  faith  the  day. 

*'  Whare's  Johnny  gaun  (cries  neebour  Bess),, 

"  That  he's  sae  gayly  bodin, 
<f  Wi  new-kam'd  wig,  weel  syndet  face, 

<e  Silk  hose,  for  hamely  hodin  ?" 
e  Our  Johnny's  nae  sma  drink,  you'll  guess ; 

'  He's  trig  as  ony  muircock, 
'And  forth  to  mak  a  deacon,  lass; 

'•He  downa  speak  to  poor  fouk 

*  Like  us  the  day.' 

The  coat/ben-by  i'  the  kist-nook, 
That's  been  this  towmonth  swarmin, 

Is  brought  aince  mair  thereout  to  look, 
To  fleg  awa  the  vcv 
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Menzies  o'  moths  and  flaes  are  shook, 

And  i'  the  floor  they  howder, 
Till,  in  a  birn,  beneath  the  crook, 

They're  singit  wi*  a  scowder 

To  death  that  day. 

The  canty  cobler  quats  his  sta', 

His  roset  and  his  lingans  ; 
His  buik  has  dree'd  a  sair,  sair  fa', 

Frae  meals  o'  bread  and  ingans. 
Now  he's  a  pow  o'  wit  and  law, 

And  taunts  at  soles  and  heels ; 
To  Walker's  he  can  rin  awa, 

There  whang  his  creams  and  jeek 
Wi'  life  that  day. 

The  lads,  in  order  tak  their  seat  ; 

(The  deil  may  claw  the  clungest!) 
They  stech  and  connach  gae  the  meat, 

Their  teeth  mak  mair  than  tongue  haste. 
VOL  II.  O 
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Their  claes  sae  cleanly  tight  and  feat. 
And  eke  their  craw-black  beavers, 

Like  masters  mows  hae  fund  the  gate 
To  tassels  teugh  wi  slavers 

Fu'  lang  that  day. 

The  dinner  done,— ^for  brandy  strang 

They  cry,  to  weet  their  thrapple ; 
To  gar  the  stamack  bide  the  bang, 

Nor  wi'  its  ladin  grapple. 
The  grace  is  said; — it's  nae  owre  la«g:— 

The  claret  reams  in  bells  ;— 
Quo'  Deacon,  "  Let  the  toast  round  gang : 

"  Come,  Here's  our  Noble  Sels 

•«  Weel  met  the  day  !" 

Weels  me  o*  drink,  quo  cooper  Will, 
My  barrel  has  been  geyz'd  ay, 

And  has  na  gotten  sic  a  fill, 
Sin  fou  on  Hansel-Teysday : 
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But  maks  na ;  now  it's  got  a  sweel ; 

Ae  gird  I  shanna  cast,  lad ! 
Or,  else,  I  wish  the  horned  deil    ' 

May  Will  wi'  kittle  cast  dad 

To  h-11  the  day  I 

The  magistrates  fu*  wylie  are ; 

Their  lamps  are  gayly  blinkin ; 
But  they  might  as  lieve  burn  elsewhere, 

Whan  fouk's  blind-feu*  wi'  drinkin. 
Our  Deacon  wadna  ca'  a  chair ; 

The  foul  ane  durst  him  na-say ! 
He  took  shanks-naig  ;  but,  fient  may  care.; 

He  arslins  ^kiss'd  the  cawsey 

Wi'  bir  that  night. 

Weel  Iocs  me  o'  you,  souter  Jock 

For  tricks  ye  buit  be  tryin : 
Whan  grapin  for  his  ain  bed-stock, 

He  fa's  whare  Will's  wife's  lyio, 
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Will,  comin  hame  wi'  ither  fouk, 
He  saw  Jock  there  before  him  ; 

Wi'  maister  laiglen,  like  a  brock, 
He  did  wi'  stink  maist  smoor  him, 

Fu'  strang  that  night* 

Then  wi'  a  souple  leathern  whang 

He  gart  them  fidge  and  girn  ay  :-— 
**  Faith,  chiel  !  ye's  no  for  naething  gang^ 

"  Gin  ye  maun  reel  my  pirny." 
Syne,  wi'  a  muckle  elshin  lang 

He  brodit  Maggie's  hurdies  ; 
And  'cause  he  thought  her  i*  the  wrang, 

There  pass'd  nae  bonnie  wordies 

'Tween  them  that  night, 


j  had  some  laird  his  lady  fand 
In  sic  unseemly  courses, 
It  might  hae  lows'd  the  haly  band-, 
Wi'  law-suits  and  divorces  : 
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But  the  niest  day,  they  a'  shook  hands, 

And  ilka  crack  did  sowder, 
While  Meg  for  drink  her  apron  pawns, 

For  a*  the  gudeman  cow'd  her 

Whan  fou'  last  night, 

Glowr  round  the  cawsey,  up  and  down. 

What  mobbing  and  what  plotting  ! 
Here  politicians  bribe  a  lown 

Against  his  saul  for  voting. 
The  gowd  that  intakes  half  a  crown 

Thir  blades  lug  out  to  try  them, 
They  pouch  the  gowd,  nor  fash  the  town 

For  weights  End  scales  to  weigh  them 
Exact  that  day. 

Then  Deacons  at  the  counsel  stent 

To  get  themsel's  presentit : 
For  towmonths  twa  their  saul  is  lent,,. 

For  the  town's  gude  indentit : 
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Lang's  their  debating  thereanent, 
About  protests  they're  bauthrin ; 

While  Sandy  Fife,  to  mak  content, 
On  bells  plays,  "  Clout  the  Caudron/' 
To  them  that  day. 

Ye  lowns  that  troke  in  doctor's  stuff, 

You'll  now  hae  unco  slaisters ; 
Whan  windy  blaws  their  stamacks  puff, 

They'll  need  baith  pills  and  plaisters : 
For  tho'  e'en~now  they  look  right  bluff, 

Sic  drinks,  ere  hillocks  meet, 
Will  hap  some  deacons  in  a  truff, 

Inrow-d  i'  the  lahg  leet 

O'  death  yon  night.  :. 


TO  THE 


TRON-KIRK  BELL. 


\VANWORDY,  crazy,  dinsome  thing, 
As  e'er  was  fram'd  to  jow  or  ring, 
What  gar'd  them  sic  in  steeple  hing 

They  ken  themsel', 
But  wcel  wat  I  they  cou'dna  bring 

Waur  sounds  frae  h-11. 

What  deil  are  ye?  that  I  shou'd  bann, 
Your  neither  kin  to  pat  nor  pan, 
Nor  ulzie  pig,  nor  maister  cann, 

But  weel  may  gie 
Mair  pleasure  to  the  ear  o'  man 

Than  stroke  o'  th<*> 
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Fleece  merchants  may  look  bauld,  I  trow, 
Sin'  a'  Auld  Reikie's  childer  now 
Maun  stap  their  lugs  wi'  teats  o'  woo, 

Thy  sound  to  bang, 
And  keep  it  frae  gaun  thro'  and  thro' 

Wi' jarrin  twang. 

Your  noisy  tongue,  there's  nae  abidin't, 
Like  scaulding  wife's,  there  is  nae  guidin't: 
Whan  I'm  'bout  ony  bis'ness  eident, 

Its  sair  to  thole : 
To  deave  me,  then,  ye  tak  a  pride  in't 

Wi'  senseless  knoll. 

O!  were  I  provost  o'  the  town, 
I  swear  by  a'  the  pow'rs  aboon  ! 
I'd  bring  ye  wi'  a  reesle  down  ; 

Nor  shou'd  you  think 
(Sac  sair  I'd  crack  and  clour  your  crown) 

Again  to  clink. 
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For  whan  I've  toom'd  the  meikle  ca£, 
And  fain  wad  fa'  owrc  in  a  nap, 
Troth  I  cou'd  dose  as  soun's  a  tap, 

Wer't  na  for  thee, 
That  gies  the  tither  weary  chap 

To  waken  me. 

I  dreamt  ae  night  I  saw  Auld  Nick  ; 
Quo'  he,  "  This  bell  o'  mine's  £  trick, 
'"  A  wylie  piece  o'  politic, 

<e  A  cunnin  snare 
"  To  trap  fouk  in  a  cloven  stick, 

"  Ere  they're  aware. 

*'  As  lang's  my  dautit  bell  lungs  there, 

"  A'  body  at  the  kirk  will  skair ; 

"  Quo'  they,  gif  he  that  preaches  there 

((  Like  it  can  wound,, 
"  We  dinna  care  a  single  hair 

"  For  joyfu'  sound." 

V,,L.   II.  P 
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If  magistrates  wi'  me  wad-gree, 
For  ay  tongue-tackit  shou'd  you  be  ; 
Nor  fleg  wi'  anti-melody 

Sic  honest  fouk, 
Whase  lugs  were  never  made  to  dree 

Thy  dolefu  shock. 

But,  far  frae  thee  the  bailies  dwell, 
Or  they  wad  scunner  at  thy  knell; 
Gie  the  Foul  Thief  his  riven  bell, 

And  then,  I  trow, 
The  by-wx>rd  bauds,   «  The  deil  himsel 

"  Has  got  his  due." 


MUTUAL    COMPLAINT 

OF  PLAINSTANJES  AND  CAUSEY, 

In  their  Mother  Tongue*  -  . 


'  Merlin  laid  Auld  Reikie's  causey, 
And  made  her  o'  his  wark  right  saucy, 
The  spacious  street  and  gude  plainstanes 
Were  never  kend  to  crack  hut  anes, 
Which  happen'd  on  the  hinder  night, 
Whan  Eraser's  (2)  ulzie  tint  its  light; 
O'  Highland  sentries  nane  were  waukin, 
To  hear  their  cronies  glibly  taukin  ; 
For  them  this  wonder  might  hae  rotten, 
And,  like  night  robb'ry,  been  forgotten^ 
Hadna  a  cadie,  wi'  his  larithornj 
Been  gleg  enough  to  hear  them  bant^n,     . 
Wha  cam  to  me  neist  rr.ornin  early, 
To  gie  me  tidkigs  o'  this  ferly. 
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Ye  tauntin  louns,  trow  this  nae  joke, 
For  anes  the  ass  o'  Balaam  spoke, 
Better  than  lawyers  do,  forsooth, 
For  it  spak  naething  but  the  truth  ! 
Whether  they  follow  its  example, 
You'll  ken  best  whan  you  hear  the  samplo, 

PLAINSTANES. 

My  friend,  thir  hunder  years  and  mai* 
We've  beer*  forfoughen  late  and  ear', 
In  sunshine,  and  in  weety  weather, 
Our  thrawart  lot  we  bure  thegither* 
I  never  growl'd,  but  was  content 
Whan  ilk  ane  had  an  equal  stent, 
But  now  to  flyte  Fse  een  be  bauld, 
When  I'm  wi'  sic  a  grievance  thrall'd  ; 
How  haps  it,  say,  that  mealy  bakers, 
Hair-kaimers,  creeshy  gizy-makers, 
Shou'd  a'  get  leave  to  waste  their  powders 
Upo*  my  beaux  and  ladies'  shoulders  ? 
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My  travellers  are  fley'd  to  deid 

Wi'  creels  wanchancy,  heap'd  wi'  bread, 

Frae  whilk  hing  down  uncanny  nicksticks, 

That  aften  gie  the  maidens  sic  licks, 

As  mak  them  blithe  to  skreen  their  facesi 

Wi'  hats  and  muckle  maun  bon-graces, 

And  cheat  the  lads  that  fain  wad  see 

The  glances  o'  a  pauky  e'e, 

Or  gie  their  loves  a  wylie  wink, 

That  erst  might  lend  their  hearts  a  clink  ! 

Speak,  was  I  made  to  dree  the  ladin 

O'  Gallic  chairmen's  heavy  treadin, 

Wha  in  my  tender  buke  bore  holes 

Wi'  waefu'  Jackets  i'  the  soals 

O'  broggs,  whilk  on  my  body  tramp, 

And  wound  like  death  at  ilka  clamp  ? 


CAUSEV. 

Weel  crackit,  friend  !  —  It  aft  hauds 
'Bout  naething  fouk  mak  maist  ado. 
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Weel  ken  ye  tho'  ye  doughtna  tell, 

I  pay  the  sairest  kain  mysel> 

Owre  me,  ilk  day,  big  waggons  rumble, 

And  a*  my  fabric  birze  and  jumble. 

Owre  me  the  muckle  horses  gallop, 

Enough  to  rub  my  very  saul  up  ; 

And  coachmen  never  trow  they're  sinnin/ 

While  down  the  street  their  wheels  are  spinning 

Like  thee,  do  I  not  bide  the  brunt 

O'  Highland  chairmens'  heavy  dunt  ? 

Yet  I  hae  never  thought  o*  breathing 

Complaint,  or  makin  din  for  naething, 

PLAINSTANES. 

Haud  sae,  and  let  me  get  a  word  in } 

Your  back's  best  fitted  for  the  burden :     : 

And  I  can  eithly  tell  you  why, 

Ye're  doughtier  by  far  than  I : 

For  whinstanes  houkit  free  the  craig^y 

May  thole  the  prancin  feet  o*  naigs. 
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Nor  ever  fear  uncanny  botches 

Frae  clumsy  carts  or  hackney  coaches  ; 

While  I,  a  weak  and  feckless  creature. 

Am  moulded  by  a  safter  nature. 

Wi'  mason's  chissel  dighted  neat, 

To  gar  me  look  baith  clean  and  feat, 

I  scarce  can  bear  a  sairer  thump 

Than  comes  frae  sole  o'  sho«  or  pump; 

1  grant,  indeed,  that  now  and  then. 

Yield  to  a  paten's  pith  I  maun : 

But  paten's  though  they're  aften  plenty. 

Are  ay  laid  down  wi'  feet  fou'  tenty  ;  , 

And  strokes  frae  ladies,  tho'  they're  teaziu,. 

I  freely  maun  avow  are  pleasin. 

For  what  use  was  I  made,  I  wonder  ? 
It  was  nae  tamely  to  chap  under 
The  weight  o'  ilka  codroch  chiel, 
-That  does  my  skin  to  -targets  peel. 
But  gin  I  guess  aright,  my  trade  is 
To  fend  frao  skaith  the  bonny  ladies .; 
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To  keep  the  bairnies  free  frae  harms 
Whan  airin  i*  their  nurses'  arms  ; 
To  be  a  safe  and  canny  bield 
For  growin  youth  or  droopin  eild, 

Tak  then  frae  me  the  heavy  load 
OJ  burden-bearers  heavy  shod  ; 
Or,  by  my  troth,  the  glide  auld  town  sail 
Hae  this  affair  before  the  Council* 

CAUSEY. 

I  dinna  Care  a  single  jot ; 
Tho'  summoned  by  a  shelly-coat ; 
Sae  lealy  I'll  propone  defences, 
As  get  ye  flung  for  my  expences. 
Your  libel  I'il  impugn  verbatim, 
And  hae  a  magnum  damnum  datum  : 
For,  tho'  frae  Arthur's  Seat  I  sprang, 
And  am  in  constitution  strang, 
Wad  it  na  fret  the  hardest  stane 
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Beneath  the  Luckenbooths  to  grane  ? 

Tho'  magistrates  the  Cross  discard, 

It  maks  na,  whan  they  leave  the  Guard,-— 

A  lumbersome  and  stinkin  biggin, 

That  rides  the  sairest  on  my  riggin. 

Poor  me  o'er  meikle  do  ye  blame, 

For  tradesmen  trampin  on  your  wame ; 

Yet  a'  your  advocates,  and  braw  fouk, 

Come  still  to  me  'twixt  ane  and  tvva  o'Clockj 

And  never  yet  were  kent  to  range 

At  Charlie's  Statue  or  Exchange. 

Then,  tak  your  beaux  and  macaronies  ; 

Gie  me  trades'  fouk,  and  country  Johnnies ; 

The  deil's  in't  gin  ye  dinna  sign 

Your  sentiments  conjunct  wi'  mine. 

PLA1NSTANES. 

Gin  we  twa  cou'd  be  as  auldf arrant, 
As  gar  the  Council  gie  a  warrant, 
VOL  IT.  Q 


130       THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF 

THE  MUTUAL  COMPLAINT. 

Ilk  loun  rebellious  to  tak, 
Wha  walks  not  i'  the  proper  track, 
And  o'  three  slrillins  Scottish  suck  him  ; 
Or  in  the  water-hole  sair  douk  him  ; 
This  might  assist  the  poor's  collection, 
And  gie  baith  parties  satisfaction. 

CAWSEY. 

But  first,  I  think,  it  will  be  good, 
To  bring  it  to  the  Robinhood,  (3) 
Whare  we  sail  hae  the  question  stated, 
And  keen  and  crabbitly  debated, — 
Whether  the  provost  and  the  bailies, 
For  the  town's  gude  whase  daily  toil  is, 
Shou'd  listen  to  our  joint  petitions, 
And  see  obtemper'd  the  conditions. 

PLA1NSTANES. 

Content  am  I. — But  east  the-  gate  is 
The  Sun,  wha  taks  his  leave  o'  Thetis, 
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And  comes  to  wauken  honest  fouk, 
That  gang  to  wark  at  sax  o'Clock. 
It  sets  us  to  be  dumb  a  while, 
And  let  pur  words  gie  place  to  toil 
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LANDLADY,    BRANDY,    AND    WHISKY,, 

(JN  auld  worm-eaten  skelf,  in  cellar  dunk, 
Whare  hearty  benders  synd  their  drouthy  trunk, 
Twa  chappin  bottles,  bang'd  wi'  liquor  fu', 
Brandy  the  tane, — the  tither  Whisky  blue,-— 
Grew  canker'd ;  for  the  twa  were  het  within, 
And  het-skinnM  fouk  to  flytin  soon  begin. 
The  Frenchman  fizz'd,  and  first  wad  foot  the  field, 
While  paughty  Scotsman    scorn'd  to  beenge  or 
yield. 

BRANDY. 

Black  be  your  fa*,  ye  cotter  loun  mrslear'd  ! 
Blawn  by  the  Porters,  Chairmen,  City  Guard  : 
Hae  ye  nae  breedin,  that  you  cock  your  nose 
Against  my  sweetly-gusted  cordial  dose  ? 
I've  been  near  pawky  courts,  and,  aften  there, 
Hae  ca'd  hysterics  frae  the  dowie  fair  ;. 
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And  courtiers  aft  gaed  greenin  for  my  smack, 
To  gar  them  bauldly  glowr,  and  gashiy  crack. 
The  priest,  to  bang  mishanters  black,  and  cares* 
Has  sought  me  in  his  closet  for  his  prayers. 
What  tid  then  taks  the  fates,  that  they  can  thole 
Thrawart  to  fix  me  i'  this  weary  hole, 
Sair  fash'd  wi'  din,  wi'  darkness,  and  wi'  stinks, 
\Vhare  cheery  day-light  thro'  the  mirk  ne'er  blinks  ? 

WHISKY. 

But  ye  maun  be  content,  and  maunna  rue 
Tho'  erst  ye've  bizz'd  in  bonny  madam's  mou. 
Wi'  thoughts  like  thae,  your  heart  may  sairly  dunt, 
The  warld's  now  chang'd ;  it's  nae  like  use  and 

wont : 

For  here,  wae's  me  !  there's  nouther  lord  nor  laird 
Come*  to  get  heartscad  frae  their  stamaek  skair'd. 
Nae  mair  your  courtier  louns  will  shaw  their  face  ; 
For  they  glowr  eery  at  a  friend's  disgrace. 
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But  heese  your  heart  up  c  —  Whan  at  court  you  hear 
The  patriot's  thrapple  wat  wi'  reamin  beer  ; 
Whan  chairman,  weary  wi'  his  daily  gain, 
Can  synd  his  whistle  \v'i  the  clear  Champaign; 
Be  hopefu',  for  the  time  will  soon  row  round, 
Whan  you'll  nae  langer  dwall  beneath  the  grousd, 

BRANDY-. 

Wanwordy  gowk  !  did  I  sae  aften  shine 
Wi'  gowden  glister  thro'  the  crystal  fine, 
To  thole  your  taunts,  that  seenil  hae  been  geca- 
Awa  frae  luggie,  quegb,  or  truncher  treein  ; 
Gif  honour  wad  but  let,  a  challenge  shou'd 
Twine  ye  o'  Highland  tongue  and  Highland  blude  : 
Wi'  cards  like  tlice  I  scorn  to  iile  my  thumb  ; 
V'or  gentle  spirits  gentle  breeding  doom, 

WHISKY. 

Truly,  I  think  it  right  you  get  your  aim.', 
t  lui!r:ble:.l  ^niarg  common  -Ji 
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Braw  days  for  you,  whan  fools,  newfanglc  i'V 
Like  ither  countries  better  than  their  ain  ; 
For  there  ye  never  saw  sic  chancy  days, 
Sic  balls,  assemblies,  operas,  or  plays  ; 
Hame-o'er  langsyne  you  hae  been  blythe  to  pack 
Your  a'  upon  a  sarkless  soldier's  back ; 
For  you  thir  lads,  as  weel-lear'd  travellers  tell, 
Had  sell'd  their  sarks,  gin  sarks  they  had  to  sell. 

• 

But  Worth  gets  poortith  an'  black  burning  shame. 
To  draunt  and  drivel  out  a  life  at  hame. 
Alake  !  the  byword's  owr  weel  kent  throughout. 
if  Prophets  at  hame  are  held  in  nae  repute ;" 
Sae  fair'st  wi'  me,  tho'  I  can  heat  the  skin, 
And  set  the  saul  upo*  a  merry  pin, 
Yet  I  am  hameil ;  there's  the  sour  mischance  ! 
I'm  na  frae  Turkey,  Italy,  or  France  ; 
For  now  our  gentle's  gabs  are  grown  sae  nice. 
At  thee  they  tout,  and  never  speer  my  price  - 
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Witness  —  for  thee  they  height  their  tenants  rent, 
And  fill  their  lands  \vi'  poortith,  discontent  ; 
Gar  them  o'er  seas  for  cheaper  mailins  hunt., 
And  leave  their  ain  as  hare's  the  Cairney  me 

BRANDY. 

Tho'  lairds  tak  toothfu's  o'  my  warming  sap. 
This  dwines  not  tenants'  gear,  nor  cows  their  crap; 
For  love  to  you  tUere's  mony  a  tenant  gaes 
Bare-ars'd  and  barefoot  o'er  the  highland  hraes  : 
For  you  nae  mair  the  thrifty  gudewife  sees 
Her  lasses  kirn,  or  birze  the  dainty  cheese  ; 
Crummie  nae  mair  for  Jenny's  hand  will  crune,  * 
Wi'  milkness  dreeping  frae  her  teats  adown  : 
For  you  owr  ear  the  ox  his  fate  partakes, 
And  fa's  a  victim  to  the  bluidy  ax. 

WHISKY. 

Wha  is't  that  gars  the  greedy  bankers  prieve 
The  maiden's  tocher,  but  the  maiden's  leave; 
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By  you  whan  spulzied  o'  her  charming  pose, 
She  tholes  in  turn  the  taunt  o'  cauldrife  joes, 
Wi'  skelps  like  this  fouk  sit  but  seenil  down 
To  wether-gammon,  or  howtowdy  brown ; 
Sair  dung  wi'  dule,  and  fley'd  for  coming  debt, 
They  gar  their  mou'-bits  wi'  their  incomes  mett; 
Content  enough  gif  they  hae  wherewithal 
Scrimply  to  ^tack  their  body  and  their  sauL 

BRANDY. 

Trae  some  poor  poet,  o'er  as  poor  a  pot, 

YeVe  lear'd  to  crack  sae  crouse.  ye  haveril  Scot, 

Or  burgher  politician,  that  embrues 

His  tongue  in  thee,  and  reads  the  claiking  news : 

But  waes  heart  for  you  !  that  for  ay  maun  dwell 

In  poet's  garret,  or  in  chairman's  cell, 

While  I  shall  yet  on  bein-clad  tables  stancl, 

JBoudin  wi'  a*  the  daintiths  o'  the  land. 

VOL.  II.  R 
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WHISKY. 

Troth  I  hae  been  ere  now  the  poet's  flame. 
And  heez'd  his  sangs  to  mony  blithesome  theme. 
Wha  was-'t  gar'd  ALLIE'S  chaunter  chirm  fu'  clear, 
Life  to  the  saul,  and  music  to  the  ear  ? 
Nae  stream  but  kens,  and  can  repeat  the  lay, 
To  shepherds  streekit  on  the  simmer-brae, 
Wha  to  their  whistle  wi'  the  lav'rock  bang, 
To  waukin  flocks  the  rural  fields  amang. 

BRANDY. 

But  here's  the  browster-wife,  and  she  can  tell 
Wha's  won  the  day,  and  vrha  shou'd  bear  the  bell : 
Hae  done  your  din,  an1  let  her  judgment  join 
-In  final  verdict  'twixt  your  plea  and  mine. 

LANDLADY. 

In  days  o'  yore,  I  cou'd  my  living  prize. 
Nor  fash'd  wif  dolefu'  gaugers  or  excise  ; 
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But  now-a-days  we're  blithe  to  lear  the  thrift 
Our  heads  'booji  license  and  excise  to  lift : 
Jnlakes  o'  Brandy  we  can  soon  supply 
By  Whisky  tinctur'd  wi'  the  saffron's  dye. 

Will  you  your  breeding  threep,  y?  mongrel  lounl 
Frae  hame-bred  liquor  dyed  to  colour  brown  ? 
So  flunky  braw,  whan  drest  in  maister's  claise, 
Struts  to  Auld  Reikie's  cross  on  sunny  days, 
Till  some  auld-  comrade,  aiblins  out  o'  place, 
Near  the  vain  upstart  shaws  his  meagre  face ; 
Bumbaz'd  he  loups  frae  sight,  and  jooks  his«ker;.,7 
Eley'd  to  be  seen  amang  the  tassel'd  trail), 


LINES; 

To  the  PRINCIPAL  and  PROFESSORS  of  the  Uni* 
versity  of  St.  Andrews,  on  their  superb  Treat 
to  DR  SAMUEL  JOHNSON. 


ANDREW'S  town  may  look  right  gawsyy 
Nae  grass  will  grow  upo'  her  cawsey, 
Nor  wa'  flowers  o'  a  yellow  dye, 
Glowr  dowie  owre  her  ruins  high, 
Sin'  Samy's  head,  weel  pang'd  wif  lear, 
Has  seen  the  Alma  Mater  there. 
Regents  !  my  winsome  billy  boys  ! 
'Bout  him  you've  made  an  unco  noise; 
Nae  doubt,  for  him  your  bells  w,ad  clink, 
To  find  him  upon  Eden's  brink  ; 
And  a'  things  nicely  set  in  order, 
Wad  keep  him  on  the  Fifan  border. 
J'se  warrant,  now,  frae  France  and  Spain 
Baith  cooks  and  scullions  mony  anc, 
Wad  gar  the  pats  and  kettles  tingle 
Around  the  college  kitchen  ingle, 
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To  fleg  frae  a'  your  craigs  the  roup, 
Wi'  reekin  het  and  crieshy  soup  : 
And  snails  and  puddocks  mony  hunder 
Wad  beekin  lie  the  hearthstane  under ; 
Wi*  roast  and  boil'd,  and  a'  kinkind, 
To  heat  the  body,  cool  the  mind. 

But  hear,  my  lads  !  gin  I'd  been  there., 
How  I'd  hae  trimm'd  the  bill  o'  fare ! 
For  ne'er  sic  surly  wight  as  he 
Had  met  wi'  sic  respect  frae  me. 
Mind  ye  what  Sam,  the  lyin  loun  !  - 
Has  in  hi;s  Dictionar  laid  down  ? 
That  aits,  in  England,  are  a  feast , 
To  cow  and  horse,  and  sicken  beast ; 
While,  in  Scots  ground,  this  growth  was 
To  gust  the  gab  o'  man  and  woman. 
Tak  tent,  ye  Regents  !  then,  and  hear 
My  list  o'  gudely  hameil  gear ; 
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Sic  as  hae  aften  rax'd  the  wyme 
O'  blyther  fallows  mony  a  time  ; 
Mair  hardy,  souple,  steeve,  and  swank. 
Than  ever  stood  on  Samy's  shank,, 

Imprimis,  then,  a  haggis  fat, 
Weel  tottled  in  a  scything  pat, 
Wi*  spice  and  ingans  weel  ca'd  thro', 
Had  help'd  to  gust  the  stirrali's  mou, 
And  plac'd  itsel  in  truncher  clean 
Before  the  gilpy's  glowrin  e'en, 

Secutidoj  then,  a  gude  sheep's  head, 
Whase  hide  was  singit,  never  flea'd, 
And  four  black  trotters  clad  wi'  girsle, 
Bedown  his  throat  had  learned  to  hirsle. 
What  think  ye,  niest  o*  gude  fat  brose^ 
To  clag  his  ribs,  a  dainty  dose  ? 
And  white  and  bluidy  puddings  routh, 
To  gar  the  Doctor  skirl.  "  O  Drouth  !"' 
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Whan  he  could  never  houp  to  merit 

A  cordial  glass  o'  reamin  claret, 

But  thraw  his  nose,  and  birze,  and  pegh, 

Owre  the  contents  o'  sma*  ale  quegh. 

Then,  let  his  wisdom  girn  and  snarl 

O'er  a  weel-tostit  girdle  farl, 

And  learn,  that,  maugre  o'  his  wyme, 

I'll  bairns  are  ay  best  heard  at  hame. 

Drummond,  lang  syne,  o'  Hawthornden, 
The  wyliest  and  best  o'  men, 
Has  gien  you  dishes  ane  or  mae, 
That  wad  hae  gar'd  his  grinders  play, 
Not  to  "  Roast  Beef  (4),"  old  England's  life  ! 
But  to  the  Auld  "  East  nook  o'  Fife  (5)," 
Where  Craillian  crafts  cou'd  weel  hae  gien 
Skate-rumples  to  hae  clear'd  his  een  ; 
Then,  niest,  whan  Samy's  heart  was  faintin, 
lie  lang'd  for  skate  to  mak  him  wanton. 
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Ah,  willawins  for  Scotland  now  ! 
Whan  she  maun  -stap  ilk  birky's  mou 
Wi'  eistacks,  grown  as  'twere  in  pet 
In  foreign  land,  or  greenhouse  het, 
Whan  cog  o'  brose,  and  cutty  spoon, 
Is  a*  your  cottar  childers*  boon, 
Wha  thro'  the  week,  till  Sunday's  spea!, 
Toil  for  pease-clods  and  gude  lang  kail. 

Devall  then,  Sirs,  and  never  send 
For  daintiths  to  regale  a  friend  ; 
Or,  like  a  torc-h  at  baith  ends  bianm, 
Your  house  will  soon  grow  mirk  and  mournin  I 

What's  this  I  hear  some  cynic  say  (6)  ? — 
Robin,  ye  loun  !  its  nae  fair  play  j 
Is  their  nae  ither  subject  rifa 
To  clap  your  thumb  upon  but  Fife  ? 
Gie  owre,  young  man !  you'll  meet  your  cojmin. 
Than  caption  waur,  or  charge  o'  hornin  ; 
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Some  canker'd,  surly,  sour-mou'd  carliri,, 
Bred  near  the  abbey  o*  Dumfarline, 
Your  shoulders  yet  may  gie  a  lounder 
And  be  o'  verse  the  mal- con  founder. 

Come  on.j  ye  blades  !  but  e'er  ye  twlzie, 
Or  hack  our  flesh  wi'  sword  or  gallic, 
Ne'er  shaw  your  teeth,  nor  look  like  stink, 
Nor  owre  an  empty  bicker  blink  : 
What  weets  the  wizen  and  the  wyme, 
Will  mend  your  prose,  and  heal  my  rhyme. 


VOL.  II. 


ELEGY 

ON  JOHN  HOGG, 

Porter  to  the  University  of  St.  Andrew's. 

DE  ATH  !  what's  ado  ?   the  deil  be  licket, 
Or  wi'  your  stang  you  ne'er  had  pricket, 
Or  our  auld  Alma  Mater  tricket, 

O'  poor  John  Hogg, 
And  trail'd  him  ben  thro'  your  mark  wicket, 

.As  dead's  a  log. 

Now  ilka  glaikit  scholar  loun 
May  dander  wae  wi'  duddy  gown  ; 
Kate  Kennedy  (7)  to  dowie  crune 

May  mourn  and  clinV, 
And  steeples  o'  Saunt  Andrew's  Town 

To  yird  may  sink. 

Sin*  Pauly  Tarn  (9),  wi'  canker'd  snout, 
First  held  the  students  in  about, 
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To  wear  their  claes  as  black  as  soot, 

They  ne'er  had  reason, 

Till  Death  John's  haffifc  gae  a  clout, 
Sae  out  o*  season. 

Whan  Regents  met  at  common  schools, 
He  taught  auld  Tarn  to  hale  the  dools> 
And  eident  to  -row  right  the  bowls, 

Like  ony  emmack  -P 
He  kept  us  a',  within  the  rules 

Strict  academic. 

Heh  !  wha  will  tell  the  students  no\r 
To  meet  the  Pauly  cheek  for  chow, 
Whan  he,  like  frightsome  wirrikow, 

Had  wont  to  rail, 
And.set  our  stamacks  in  a  low, 

Or  we  -tuni'd  tail  r 

Ah,  Johnny  !  aften  did  I  grumble 
Frae  cozy  bed  fu'  car'  to  tuml.  . 
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Whan  art  and  part  I'd  been  in  some  ill, 
Troth,.  I  was  swear  : 

His  words  they  broodit  like  a  wumill* 
Frae  ear  to  ear. 

Whan  I  had  been  fu'  laith  to  rise, 

John  then  begude  to  moralize  : 

"  The  tither  nap,  the  sluggard  cries, 

"  And  turns  him  round 
-'•  Sae  spak  auld  Solomon  the  wise, 

"  Divine  profound  !" 

Nae  dominie,  or  w.ise  Mess  John, 
Was  better  lear'd  in  Solomon  ; 
He  cited  proverbs,  one  by  one, 

Ilk  vice  to  tame  ; 
He  gar'd  ilk  sinner  sigh  and  groan, 

And  fear  helfs  flame, 

*'  I  hae  nae  meikle  skill,  (quo*  he), 
"  In  what  you  ca'  philosophy  ; 
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"  It  tells  that  baith  the  earth  and  sea 
"  Rin  round  about : 

"  Either  the  bible  tells  a  lie, 

"  Or  ye're  a'  out. 

"  It's  i'  the  Psalms  o'  David  writ, 

t(  That  this  wide  warld  ne'er  shou'd  flit, 

"  But  on  the  waters  coshly  sit 

"  Fu'  sleeve  and  lasting : 
"  And  was  na  he  a  head  o'  wit 

"  At  sic  contestin  ?" 

On  e'enings  cauld  wi*  glee  we'd  trudge 
To  heat  our  shins  in  Johnny's  lodge ; 
The  deil  ane  thought  his  bum  to  budge 

Wi'  siller  on  us : 
To  claw  het  pints  we'd  never  grudge 

O'  molationis. 

Say,  ye  red  gowns  !  that  aften  here 
Hae  toasted  Cakes  to  Katie's  beer, 
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Gin  e'er  thir  days  hae  had  their  peer, 
Sae  blyth,  sae  daft ! 

You'll  ne'er  again  in  life's  career 

Sit  half  sae  soft, 

Wi'  haffit  locks  sae  smooth  and  sleek;, 
John  look'd  like  ony  ancient  Greek  : 
He  was  a  Naz'rene  a'  the  week, 

And  doughtna  tell  Out 
A  bawbee  Scots  to  scrape  his  cheek 

Till  Sunday  fell  out. 

For  John  ay  loo'd  to  turn  the  pence, 

Thought  poortith  was  a  great  offence : 

*'f  What  recks  tho*  ye  ken  mood  and  tense  f 

"  A  hungry  wyme 
"  For  gow'd  wad  wi'  them  baith  dispense- 

"At  ony  time. 

"Ye  ken  what  ills  maun  ay  befal 
((  The  chiel  that  will  be  prodigal ; 
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"Whan  wasted  to  the  very  spaul 

<f  He  turns  his  tusk, 

For  want  o*  comfort  to  his  saul 

"  O  hungry  husk/' 

Ye  royit  loons  !  just  do  as  he'd  do ; 
For  mony  braw  green  shaw  an'  meadow 
He's  left  to  cheer  his  dowy  widow, 

His  winsome  Kate, 
That  to  him  prov'd  a  canny  she-dow, 

.  Baith  ear*  and  late. 


THE  GHAISTS: 

A    KIRK    YARD    ECLOGUE. 


Did  you  not  say  in  good  ANN'S  day, 

And  vow  and  did  protest,  Sir, 
That  when  Hanover  should  come  o'er 

We  surely  should  be  blest,  Sir  ? 

AN  AULD  SANG  J*ADE  NfeW  AGAIN. 


W  HARE  the  braid  planes  in  dowy  murmurs  wave 
Their  ancient  taps  out  owre  the  cauld-clad  grave, 
Whare  Geordie  Girdwood  (9),  mony  a  lang  spun  day, 
Houkit  for  gentlest  banes  the  humblest  clay, 
*Twa  sheeted  ghaists,  sae  grisly  and  sae  wan. 
"Mang  lanely  tombs  their  douff  discourse  began. 


Cauld  blaws  the  nippin  north  wi'  angry  seugh, 
And  showers  his  hailstanes  frae  the  Castle  Cleugh, 
O'er  the  Grayfriars,  whare,  at  mirkest  hour, 
Bogles  and  spectres  wont  to  tak  their  tour, 
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Harlin  the  pows  and  shanks  to  hidden  cairns, 
Amang  the  hemlocks  wild,  and  sun-burnt  fairns : 
But  nane  the  night,  save  you  and  I,  bae  come 
Frae  the  drear  mansions  o'  the  midnight  tomb. 
Now  whan  the  da  wnin's  near,  whan  cock  maun  craw, 
And  wi'  his  angry  bougil  gar's  withdraw, 
Ayont  the  Kirk  we'll  stap,  and  there  tak  bield, 
While  the  black  hours  ourliightly  freedom  yield. 

HERIOT. 

I'm  weel  content :  but,  binna  cassen  down, 
Nor  trow  the  cock  will  ca'  ye  hame  o'er  soon  i 
For,  tho'  the  eastern  lift  betaken s  day, 
Changing  her  rokelay  black  for  mantle  gray, 
Nae  weirlike  bird  our  knell  of  parting  rings, 
Nor  sheds  the  caller  moisture  frae  his  wings. 
Nature  has  chang'd  her  course  ;  the  birds  o*  dav 
Dosin  in  silence  on  the  bendin  spray* 
While  hovdets  round  the  craigs  at  noontide  flee* 
And  bluidy  hawks  sit  sing'm  on  the  tree. 
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Ah,  Caledon  !  the  land  I  aince  held  dear  ; 
Sair  main  mak  I  for  thy  destruction  near  : 
And  thou,  Edina !  aince  my  dear  abode, 
Whan  royal  Jamie  sway'd  the  sov'reign  rod, 
In  thae  blest  days,  weel  did  I  think  bestow'd 
To  blaw  thy  poortith  by  wi'  heaps  o'  gowd  ; 
To  mak  thee  sonsy  seem  wi'  mony  a  gift, 
And  gar  thy  stately  turrets  speel  the  lift. 
In  vain  did  Danish  Jones,  wi'  gimcrack  pains, 
In  Gothic  sculpture  fret  the  pliant  stanes ; 
In  vain  did  he  affix  my  statue  here, 
Brawly  to  busk  wi'  flowers  ilk  coming  year. 
My  towers  are  sunk  ;  my  lands  are  barren  now  ; 
My  fame,  my  honour,  like  my  flow'rs,  maun  dow. 

WATSON. 

Sure,  Major  Weir,  or  some  sic  warlock  wight, 
Has  flung  beguilin  glamour  owre  your  sight ; 
Or  else  some  kittle  cantrip  thrown,  I  ween, 
Has  bound  in  mirlygoes  my.  ain  twa  een  •? 
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If  ever  aught  frae  sense  cou'd  be  believ'd 
(And  seenil  hae  my  senses  been  deceiv'd), 
This  moment  owre  the  tap  o'  Adam's  tomb,,   - 
Fu'  easy  can  I  see  your  ehiefest  dome. 
Nae  corbie  fleein  there,  nor  croupin  craws, 
Seem  to  forspeak  the  ruin  o'  thy  ha's  ; 
But  a  your  towers  in  wonted  order  stand, 
Steeve  as  the  rocks  that  hem  our  native  land. 

HERIOT. 

Think  ria  I  vent  my  well-a-day  in  vain  : 
Kent  ye  the  cause,  ye  sure  wad  join  my  mane.  - 
Black  be  the  day,  that  e'er  to  England's  grouni 
Scotland  was  eikit  by  the  Union's  bond  ! 
FOP  mony  a  menzie  o'  destructire  ills 
The  country  now  maun  brook  frae  mortmain  bills 
That  void  our  test'ments,  and  can  freely  gie 
Sic'  will  and  scoup  to  the  ordain'd  trustee, 
That  he  may  tir  our  stateliest  riggins  bare  ; 
Nor  acres,  houses^  woods,  nor    fishings  spare,, 
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Till  he  can  lend  the  stoiterin  state  a  lift, 
Wi'  gowd  in  gowpins,  as  a  grassum  gift  ; 
In  lieu  o'  whilk,  we  maun  be  weel  content 
To  tine  the  capital  for  three  per  cent. 
A  doughty  sum  indeed  ;  whan,  now-a-days, 
They  raise  provisions  as  the  stents  they  raise, 
Yoke  hard  the  poor,  and  lat  the  rich  chields  be 
Pamper'd  at  ease  by  ither's  industry. 

Hale  interest  for  my  fund  can  scantly  now 
Gleed  a'  my  callants'  backs,  and  stap  their  mou". 
Howjmaun  their  wymes  wi'  sairest  hunger  slack, 
Their  duds  in  targets  flaff  upon  their  back, 
Whan  they  are  doom'd  to  keep  a  lasting  Lent; 
Starving"  for  England's  wcel,  at  three  per  cent. 

WATSON. 

Auld  Reikie  then  may  bless  the  gowden  times, 
Whan  honesty  and  poortith.baith  are  crimes. 
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She  little  ken'd,  \vhan  you  and  I  endow'd 

Our  hospitals  for  back-gaun  burghers'  gude, 

That  e'er  our  silier  or  our  lands  shou'd  bring 

A  gude  bien  livin  to  a  back-gaun  king ; 

Wha,  thanks  to  Ministry  !  is  grown  sae  wise, 

He  downa  chew  the  bitter  cud  o'  vice  : 

For  gin,  frae  Castlehill  to  Netherbow, 

Wad  honest  houses  bawdy-houses  grow, 

The  Crown  wad  never  spier  the  price  o'  sin, 

Nor  hinder  younkers  to  the  ddl  to  rin  ; 

But,  gif  some  mortal  giien  for  pious  fame, 

And  leave  the  poor  man's  prayer  to  sane  his  name,. 

His  gear  maun  a'  be  scatter'd  by  the  claws 

O'  ruthless,  ravenous,  and  harpy  laws. 

Yet,  shou'd  I  think,  although  the  bill  tak  place^ 

The  council  winna  lack  sae  meikle  grace 

As  lat  your  heritage  at  wanworth  gang, 

Or  the  succeeding  generations  wrang 

O'  braw  bein  maintenance,  and  walth  o'  lear, 

Whilk  else  had  drappit  to  their  children's  skahv: 
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For  mony  a  deep, 'and  mony  a  rare  engine 

Hae sprung frae  Heriot's  Wark,  and  sprungfrae  mine 

HERIOT. 

I  find,  my  friend  !  that  ye  but  little  ken, 
There's  e'en  now  on  the  earth  a  set  o*  men, 
Wha,  if  they  get  their  private  pouches  lin'd, 
Gie  na  a  winnlestrae  for  a'  mankind. 
They'll  sell  their  country,  flae  their  conscience  bare^ 
To  gar  the  weigh-bauk  turn  a  single  hair. 
The  Government  need  only  bait  the  line 
Wi*  the  prevailin  flee — the  bowden  coin  I 
Then  our  executors,  and  wise  trustees, 
Will  sell  them  fishes  in  forbidden  seas : 
Upo'  their  dwinin  country  girn  in  sport ; 
Laugh  in  their  sleeve,  and  get  a  place  at  court: 

WATSON. 

Ere  that  day  come,  I'll  'mang  our  spirits  pick 
Some  ghaist  that  trokes  and  conjures  wi'  Auld  Nick^ 
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To  gar  the  wind  wi'  rougher  rumbles  blaw, 
And  weightier  thuds  than  ever  mortal  saw  : 
Fireflaught  and  hail,  wi'  tenfauld  fury's  fires, 
Shall  lay  yird-laigh  Edina's  airy  spires : 
Tweed  shall  rin  rowtin  down  his  banks  out  owrc. 
Till  Scotland's  out  o'  reach  o'  England's  power  ; 
Upo*  the  briny  Borean  jaws  to  float, 
And  mourn  in  dowie  seughs  her  dowie  lot. 

HERIOT. 

Yonder's  the  tomb  of  wise  Mackenzie  fam'd, 
Whase  laws  rebellious  bigotry  reclaim'd ; 
Freed  the  hale  land  o'  covenantin  fools, 
Wha  erst  hae  fash'd  us  wi'  unnumber'd  dools. 
Till  night,  we'll  tak  the  swaird  aboon  our  pows* 
And  then,  whan  she  her  ebon  chariot  rows^ 
We'll  travel  to  the  vau't  wi'  stealin  stap, 
And  wauk  Mackenzie  frae  his  quiet  nap ; 
Tell  him  our  ails,  that  he,  wi'  wonted  skill, 
May  fleg  the  schemers  o'  the  Mortmain  Bill  (10). 


EPISTLE    TO 


MR  ROBERT  FERGUSSON, 


IS  Allan  risen  irae  the  dead, 
Wha  aft  has  tun'd  the  aiten  ree^!, 
And  by  the  Mirses  was  decreed 

To  grace  the  thistle  ? 
Na : — Fergusson's  come  in  his  stead. 

To  blaw  the  whistle. 

In  troth,  my  callant  !  I'm  sae  fain 
To  read  your  sonsy,  canty  strain ; 
You  write  ^ic  easy  style,  and  plain, 

And  words  sae  bonny, 
Nae  Southern  loun  dare  you  disdain, 

Or  cry,  «  Fy  On  ye  1" 

Whae'er  has  at  auld  Reikie  been, 

And  King's  birth-days'  exploits  has  seen, 
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Maun  own  that  ye  hae  gien  a  keen 

And  true  description ; 

Nor  say,  yeVe  at  Parnassus  been, 

To  form  a  fiction. 

Hale  be  your  heart,  ye  caiity  chield ! 
May  ye  ne'er  want  a  gude  warm  bield, 
And  sic  gude  cakes  as  Scotland  yield, 

And  ilka  dainty 
That  grows  or  feeds  upon  her  field, 

And  whisky  plenty. 

But  ye,  perhaps,  thirst  mair  for  fame 
Than  a*  the  gude  things  I  can  name ; 
And  then,  ye  will  be  sair  to  blame 

My  gude  intention, 
For  that  ye  needna  gae  frae  hame, 

You've  sic  pretension, 
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Sse  saft  and  sweet  your  verses  jingle, 
And  your  auld  words  sae  m«etly  mingle, 
'Twill  gar  baith  married  fock  and  single 

To  roose  your  lays  : 
Whan  we  forgather  round  the  ingle, 

We'll  chaunt  your  praise. 

Whan  I  again  Auld  Reikie  see, 
And  can  forgather,  lad  !  wi'  thee, 
Then  we,  wi'  muckle  mirth  and  glee, 

Shall  tak  a  gill, 
And  o'  your  caller  oysters  wq 

Shall  eat  our  fill. 

'  If  sic  a  thing  shall  you  betide, 
To  Berwick  town  to  tak  a  ride, 
I'se  tak  ye  up  Tweed's  bonny  side, 

Before  ye  settle, 
J  And  shaw  you  there  the  fisher's 

A  sa'mon  kettle, 
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There  lads  and  lasses  do  conveen 
To  feast  and  dance  upo'  the  green ; 
And  there  sic  bravery  may  be  seen, 

As  will  confound  ye, 
And  gar  you  glowr  out  baith  your  ecu 

At  a'  around  ye. 

To  see  sae  mony  bosoms  bare, 
And  sic  huge  puddings  i'  their  hah., 
And  some  o'  them  wi'  naething  mair 

Upo'  their  tete  ; 
Yea,  some  wi'  mutches  that  might  scare  - 

Craws  frae  their  meajt, . 

I  ne'er  appear' d  before  in  print, 
But,  for  your  sake,  wad  fain  be  in't  ; 
E'en  that  I  might  my  wishes  hint, 

That  you'd  write  malr- 
F.QJT  sure  your  head-piece  is  a  mint, 

Whare  wit's  nae  rare. 
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Sonse  fa  me  !  gif  I  hadna  lure, 
I  cou'd  command  ilk  Muse  as  sure, 
Than  hae  a  chariot  at  the  door, 

To  wait  upo*  me; 
Tho',  poet-like,  I'm  but  a  poor 

Mid-Lou thian  Johnny. 

Berwick,  August  31st,  177-3. 


J.  S. 


ANSWER 

TO 

MR  J.  S's  EPISTLE. 

I  TROW,  my  mettled  Louthian  lathie  !' 

Auldfarran  birky  I  maun  ca*  thee  ; 

For  whan  in  gude  black  print  I  saw  thee, 

Wi'  souple  gab, 
I  skirl'd  fu'  loud,  "  Oh  wae  befa  thee  ! 

"  But  thou'rt  a  daub." 

Awa,  ye  wylie  flettchin  fallow  ! 

The  rose  shall  grow  like  gowan  yellow, 

Before  I  turn  sae  toorn  and  shallow, 

And  void  o'  fusion, 
As  a'  your  butter'd  words  to  swallow 

In  vain  delusion* 


Ye  mak  my  Muse  a  dautit  pet  ; 
But  gin  she  cou'd  like  Allan's 
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Or  couthy  cracks  and  namely  get 

Upo'  her  carritchy, 

Eithly  wad  I  be  in  your  debt 

A  pint  o*  parritch. 

At  times,  whan  she  may  lowse  her  pack, 
I'll  grant  that  she  can  find  a  knack 
To  gar  auld-warld  wordies  clack 

In  hamespun  rhyme,. 
While  ilk  ane  at  his  billy's  back 

Keeps  gude  Scots  time* 

But  she  maun  e'en  be  glad  to  jook, 
And  play  teet-bo  frae  nook  to  nook, 
Or  blush  as  gin  she  had  the  yook 

Upo'  her  skin, 
Whan  Ramsay  or  whan  Pennycuick  ; 

Their  lilts  begin.    . 

At  mornin  ear',  or  late  at  e'eniri, 
Gin  ye  sud  hap  to  come  and  see  ane, 
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Nor  niggard  wife,  nor  greetin  wee  ane, 
Within  my  cloister, 

Can  challenge  you  and  me  frae  priein 
A  caller  oyster. 

Heh,  lad !  it  wad  be  news  indeed, 
Were  I  to  ride  to  bonny  Tweed, 
Wha  ne'er  laid  gammon  owre  a  steed 

Beyont  Lusterick  ; 
•  And  auld  shanks-naig  wad  tire,  I  dread, 

To  pace  to  Berwick. 

You  crack  weel  o'  your  lasses  there  ; 
Their  glancing  een,  and  bisket  bare  ; 
But,  thof  this  town  be  smeekit  sair, 

I'll  wad  a  farden, 
Than  our's  there's  nane  mare  fat  and  fair, 

Cravin  your  pardon. 

"  Gin  heaven  shou'd  gie  the  earth  a  drink, 
And  afterhend  a  sunny  blink. 
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Gin  ye  were  here,  I'm  Sure  you'd  think 
It  worth  your  notice, 

To  see  them  dubs  and  gutters  jink 

Wi'  kiltit  coaties : 

And  frae  ilk  corner  o'  the  nation, 

We've  lasses  eke  o'  recreation, 

Wha  at  close-mou's  tak  up  their  station 

By  ten  o'clock. — 
The  Lord  deliver  frae  temptation 

A'  honest  fouk  ! 

Thir  queans  are  ay  upo'  the  catch 
For  pursie,  pocket-book,  or  watch, 
And  can  sae  glib  their  leesins  hatch, 

That  you'll  agree, 
Ye  canna  eithly  meet  their  match 

'Tween  you  and  me. 

For  this  gude  sample  o'  your  skill, 
I'm  restin  you  a  pint  o*  yUl, 
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By  an  attour  a  Highland  gill 

O'  Aquavitce  ; 

The  which  to  come  and  sock  at  will, 
I  here  invite  ye. 

Tho'  jillet  Fortune  scoul  and  quarrel, 
And  keep  me  frae  a  bien  beef  barrel, 
As  lang's  I've  twopence  i'  the  warl' 

I'll  ay  be  vockie 
To  part  a  fadge  o  girdle  farl 

Wi'  Louthian  Jock^e. 

Fareweel,  my  cock  !  lang  may  you  thrive, 

Weel  happit  in  a  cozy  hive  ; 

And  that  your  saul  may  never  dive 

To  Acheron, 
I'll  wish,  as  lang's  I  can  subscrive 

ROB. 
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gae  your  wa's. — Tho'  ance  as  gutlc 
As  ever  happit  flesh  and  blude, 
Yet  part  we  maun. — The  case  sae  hard  is 
Amang  the  writers  and  the  bardies, 
That  lang  they'll  bruik  the  auld  I  trow, 
Or  neebours  cry,  "  Weel  bruik  the  news  !" 
Still  makin  tight  wi'  tither  steek  ; 
The  tither  hole,  the  tither  eik, 
To  bang  the  bir  o'  Winter's  anger, 
And  haud  the  hurdies  out  o'  langer. 

Siclike  some  weary  wight  will  fill 
His  kyte  wi'  drogs  frae  doctor's  bill, 
Thinkin  to  tack  the  tither  year 
To  life,  and  look  baith  hale  and  fier  ; 
Till,  at  the  lang-run,  Death  dirks  in, 
To  birze  his  saui  ayont  his  skin. 
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You  needna  wag  your  duds  o'  clout?, 
Nor  fa'  into  your  dorty  pouts, 
To  think  that  erst  you've  hain'd  my  tail  ~ 
Frae  wind  and  weet,  frae  sriaw  and  hail;, 
And  for  reward,  whan  bauld  and  hummit, 
Frae  garret  high  to  dree  a  tumble. 
For  you-  1  car'd,  as  lang's  ye  dow'd 
Be  lin'd  wi'  siller  or  wi'  gowd  : 
Now  to  befriend,  it  wad  be  folly, 
Your  raggit  hide  and  pouches  holey  ; 
For  wha  but  kens  a  poet's  placks 
Get  inony  weary  flaws  and  cracks, 
And  canna  thole  to  hae  them  tint, 
As  he  sae  seeriil  sees  the  mint  ? 
Yet  round  the  warld  keek  and  see, 
That  ithers  fare  as  ill  as  thee  ; 
For  weel  we  loe  the  duel  we  think    • 
Can  get  us  tick,  or  gie  us  drink, 
Till  o'  his  purse  we've  seen  the  bottom, 
Then  -we  despise,  and  hue  forgot  biiu. 
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Yet  gratefu'  hearts,  to  mak  amends, 
Will  ay  be  sorry  for  their  friends, 
And  I  for  thee — As  mony  a  time 
Wi'  you  I've  speel'd  the  braes  o'  rhyme^. 
Whare  for  the  time  the  Muse  ne'er  cares 
For  siller,  or  sic  guilefu'  wares, 
Wi'  whilk  we  drumly  grow,  and  crabbit, 
Dour,  capernoited,  thrawin  gabbit. 
And  brither,  sister,  friend,  and  fae, 
Without  remeid  o1  kindred,  slae. 

You've  seen  me  round  the  bickers  reel 
Wi'  heart  as  hale  as  temper'd  steel, 
And  face  sae  open,  free,  and  blithe, 
Nor  thought  that  sorrow  there  cou'd  kyth  ; 
But  the  niest  moment  this  was  lost, 
Like  gowan  in  December's  frost. 

Cou'd  prick-the-louse  but  be  sae  handy 
As  mak  the  breeks  and  claise  to  stand  ay, 
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Thro*  thick  and  thin  wi'  you  I'd  dash  on, 
Nor  mind  the  folly  o'  the  fashion : 
But,  heh  !  the  times'  vicissitudo 
Gars  ither  breeks  decay  as  you  do. 
Thae  macaronies,  braw  and  windy, 
Maun  fail — Sic  transit  gloria  mundi ! 

Now  speed  you  to  some  madam's  chaumer, 
That  bat  and  ben  rings  dule  and  clamour, 
Ask  her,  in  kindness,  if  she  seeks 
In  hidling  ways  to  wear  the  breeks  ? 
Safe  you  may  dwall,  tho'  mould  and  motty, 
Beneath  the  veil  o'  under  coatie, 
For  this  mair  fauts  nor  yours  can  screen 
Frae  lover's  quickest  sense,  his  ecu. 

Or  if  some  bard,  in  lucky  times, 
Shou'd  profit  meikle  by  his  rhymes,, 
And  pace  awa,  wi'  smirky  face, 
In  siller  or  in  gowden  lace, 
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Glowr  in  his  face,  like  spectre  gaunt  • 
Remind  him  o'  his  former  want ; 
To  cow  his  daffin  and  his  pleasure, 
And  gar  him  live  within  the  measure. 

So  Philip,  it  is  said,  who  wou'd  ring 
Owre  Macedon,  a  just  and  gude  king, 
Fearing  that  power  might  plume  his  feat  her  j 
And  bid  him  stretch  beyond  the  tether, 
Ilk  mornin  to  his  lug  wad  ca* 
A  tiny  servant  o'  his  ha', 
To  tell  him  to  improve  his  span  j 
For  Phillip  was,  like  him,  a  Man. , 
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AlJLD  Reikie  !  wale  o'  ilka  town 
That  Scotland  kens  beneath  the  moon  ; 
Whare  couthy  chields  at  e'ening  meet 
Their  bizzin  craigs  arid  mou's  to  weet  ; 
And  blithely  gar  auld  Care  gae  by 
Wi'  blinkin  and  wi'  bleerin  eye. 
Owre  lang  frae  thee  the  Muse  has  been 
Sae  frisky  on  the  Simmer's  green, 
Whan  flowers  and  gowans  wont  to  glent 
In  bonny  blinks  upo*  the  bent : 
But  now  the  leaves  o'  yellow  dye, 
Peel'd  frae  the  branches  quickly  fly  ; 
And  now  frae  nouther  bush  nor  brier 
The  spreckled  mavis  greets  your  ear  ; 
Nor  bonny  blackbird  skims  and  roves 
To  seek  his  love  in  yonder  groves. 
Then,  Reikie,  welcome  !  thou  canst  charm, 
Unfleggit  by  the  year's  alarm. 
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Not  Boreas,  that  sae  snelly  blows, 
Dare  here  pap  in  his  angry  nose, 
Thanks  to  our  dabs,  whase  biggin  stand? 
A  shelter  to  surrounding  lands  ! 

Now  Morn,  with  bonny  purple  smiles, 
Kisses  the  air-cock  o'  Saunt  Giles  ; 
Rakin  their  een,  the  servant  lasses 
Early  begin  their  lies  and  clashes. 
Ilk  tells  her  friend  of  saddest  distress, 
That  still  she  bruiks  frae  scoulin'  mistress; 
And  wi'  her  joe  in  turnpike  stair, 
She'd  rather  snuff  the  stinkin  air, 
As  be  subjected  to  her  tongue, 
Whan  justly  censur'd  i'  the  wrong. 

On  stair,  wi'  tub  or  pat  in  hand, 
The  barefoot  housemaids  loe  to  stand, 
That  antrin  fock  may  ken  how  snell 
Auld  Reikie  will  at  mornin  smell  : 
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Then,  with  an  inundation  big  as 

The  burn  that  'neath  the  Nor'  Loch  brig  is, 

They  kindly  shower  Edina's  roses, 

To  quicken  and  regale  our  noses. 

Now  some  for  this,  wi'  Satire's  leese, 

Hae  gien  auld  Edinbrough  a  creesh  : 

But,  without  scourin  nought  is  sweet ; 

The  mornin  smells  that  hail  our  street, 

Prepare,  and  gently  lead  the  way 

To  Simmer  canty,  braw,  and  gay. 

Edina's  son-s  mair  eithly  share 

Her  spices  and  her  dainties  rare, 

Than  he  that's  never  yet  been  call'd 

Aff  frae  his  plaidie  or  his  fauld. 

Now  stairhead  critics,  senseless  fools  ! 
Censure  their  aim,  and  pride  their  rules, 
In  Luckenbooths,  wi'  glowrin  eye, 
Their  neabours  sma'est  faults  descry. 
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If  ony  loun  shou'd  dander  there, 
O'  awkward  gait,  and  foreign  air, 
They  trace  his  steps,  till  they  can  tell 
"His  pedigree  as  weel's  himsel. 

Whan  Phoebus  blinks  wi'  warmer  ray, 
And  schools  at  noon-day  get  the  play, 
Then  bus'ness,  weighty  bus'ness,  comes  ; 
The  trader  glowrs  ;  he  doubts,  he  hums. 
The  lawyers  eke  to  cross  repair, 
Their  wigs  to  shaw,  and  toss  an  air ; 
While  busy  agent  closely  plies, 
And  a'  his  kittle  cases  tries. 

Now  night,  that's  cunzied  chief  for  fun, 
Is  wi'  her  usual  rites  begun  ; 
Thro'  ilka  gate  the  torches  blaze, 
And  globes  send  out  their  blinkin  rays. 
The  usefuf  cadie  plies  in  street, 
To  bide  the  profits  o'  his  feet : 
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For,  by  thir  lads  Auld  Reikie's  foufc 
Ken  but  a  sample  o'  the  stock 
O'  thieves,  that  nightly  wad  oppress, 
And  mak  baith  goods  and  gear  the  less. 
Near  him  the  lazy  chairman  stands, 
And  wats  na  how  to  turn  his  hands, 
Till  some  daft  birky,  rantin  fou, 
Has  matters  somewhere  else  to  do  ;    , 
The  chairman  willing  gies  his  light 
To  deeds  o'  darkness  and  o'  night. 

It's  never  saxpence  for  a  lift 
That  gars  thir  lads  wi'  fu'ness  rift  j 
For  they  wi'  better  gear  are  paid, 
And  whores  and  culls  support  their  trails- 
Near  some  lamp-post,  wi'  dcnvie  face, 
Wi'  heavy  een,  and  sour  gmnaj2, 
Stands  she,  that  beauty  lang  had  keud ; 
Whoredom  her  trade;  and  vice  her  end. 
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But,  see  whare  now  she  wins  her  bread 
By  that  which  Nature  ne'er  decreed  ; 
And  vicious  ditties  sings  to  please 
Fell  Dissipation's  votaries. 
Whane'er  we  reputation  lose, 
Fair  Chastity's  transparent  gloss  ! 
Redemption  seenil  kens  the  name  ; 
But  a's  black  misery,  and  shame. 

Frae  joyous  tavern,  reelin  drunk, 
Wi'  fiery  phiz,  and  een  half  sunk, 
Behold  the  bruiser,  fae  to  a* 
That  in  the  reek  o'  gardies  fa' ! 
Close  by  his  side,  a  feckless  race 
O'  macaronies  shaw  their  face, 
And  think,  they're  free  frae  skaith  or  harm, 
While  pith  befriends  their  leader's  arm  : 
Yet  fearfu'  aften  o'  their  maught, 
They  quit  the  glory  o'  the  faugh t 
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To  this  same  warrior  wha  led 

Thae  heroes  to  bright  Honour's  bed ; 

And  aft  the  hack  o'  honour  shines 

In  bruisers  face  wi'  broken  lines. 

O'  them  sad  tales  he  tells  anon, 

Whan  ramble  and  whan  fighting's  done : 

And,  like  Hectorian,  ne'er  impairs 

The  brag  and  glory  o'  his  sairs. 

Whan  feet  in  dirty  gutters  plash 
And  fock  to  wale  their  fitstaps  fash  ; 
At  night,  the  macaroni  drunk, 
In  pools  and  gutters  aft-times  sunk  : 
Heh  !  what  a  fright  he  now  appears, 
Whan  he  his  corpse  dejected  rears  ! 
Look  at  that  head,  and  think  if  there 
The  pomet  slaister'd  up  his  hair  ! 
The  cheeks  observe : — Where  now  cou'd 
The  scancin  glories  o'  carmine  ? 
Ah,  legs  !  in  vain  the  silk- worm  there 
Display'd  to  view  her  eident  care : 
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For  stink,  instead  of  perfumes,  grow, 
And  clarty  x>dours  fragrant  flow. 

Now,  some  to  porter,  some  to  punch — 
Some  to  their  wife,— and  some  their  wench, — 
Retire ;— -while  noisy  ten  hour's  drum 
Gars  a'  your  trades  gae  danderin  home. 
Now,  mony  a  club,  jocose  and  free, 
Gie  a'  to  merriment  and  glee  : 
Wi'  sang,  and  glass,  they  fley  the  powV 
O'  Care,  that  wad  harass  the  hour  : 
For  wine  and  Bacchus  still  hear  down 
Our  thrawart  fortune's  wildest  frown  ; 
It  maks  you  stark,  and  bauld,  and  brave, 
Even  whan  descendin  to  the  grave. 

Now  some  in  Pandemonium's  (11)  shade, 
Resume  the  gormandizin  trade  ; 
Whare  eager  looks  and  glancin  cen 
Forespeak  a  heart  and  stamack  keen* 
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Gang  on,  my  lads  !  it's  lang  sinsyne 
We  kent  auld  Epicurus'  line. 
Save  you,  the  board  wad  cease  to  rise, 
Bedight  wi'  daintiths  to  the  skies ; 
And  salamanders  cease  to  swill 
The  comforts  o'  a  burning  gill. 

But  chief,  o'  Cape  (12)  !   we  crave  thy  aid. 
To  get  our  cares  and  poortith  laid. 
Sincerity,  and  genius  true, 
Of  knights  have  ever  been  the  due. 
Mirth,  music,  porter  deepest  dyed, 
Arc  never  here  to  worth  denied ; 
And  Health,  o'  happiness  the  queen, 
Blinks  bonny,  wi'  her  smile  serene. 

Tho'  joy  maist  part  Auld  Reikie  owns, 
Eftsoons  she  kens  sad  sorrow's  frowns. 
What  groupe  is  yon  sae  dismal,  grim, 
Wi'  horrid  aspect,  cleedin  dim  ? 
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Says  Death,  "  they're  mine  ;  a  dowie  crew 
"  To  me  they'll  shortly  pay  their  last  adieu. 

How  come  mankind,  whan  kckin  woe, 
In  Saulie's  face  their  hearts  to  show  ; 
As  if  they  were  a  deck   to  tell 
That  grief  in  them  had  rung  her  bell  ? 
Then,  what  is  man  ?  why  a'  this  phrase  r 
Life's  spunk  decay'd  nae  mair  can  blaze. 
Let  sober  grief  alane  declare 
Our  fond  anxiety  and  care  : 
Nor  let  the  undertakers  be 
The  only  waefu'  friends  we  see. 

Come  on,  my  Muse  !  and  then  rehearse 
The  gloomiest  theme  in  a'  your  verse. 
In  mornin,  whan  ane  keeks  about, 
Fu'  blithe,  and  free  frae  ail,  nae  doubt, 
He  lippens  not  to  be  misled 
Amang  the  regions  o'  the  dead  r 
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But,  straight,  a  painted  corpse  he  sees, 
Lang  streekit  'neath  its  canopies. 
Soon,  soon  will  this  his  mirth  control 
And  send  damnation  to  his  soul. 
Or  whan  the  dead-deal,  (awfu'  shape  !) 
Maks  frighted  mankind  girn  and  gape, 
Reflection  then  his  reason  sours  ; 
For  the  niest  dead-deal  may  be  ours. 
Whan  Sybil  led  the  Trojan  down 
To  haggard  Pluto's  dreary  town, 
Shapes  waur  than  thae,  I  freely  ween, 
Cou'd  never  meet  the  soldier's  een. 

If  kail  sae  green,  or  herbs,  delight, 
Edina's  street  attracts  the  sight. 
Not  Covent-Garden,  clad  sae  braw, 
Mair  fouth  o'  herbs  can  eithly  shaw  : 
For  raony  a  yard  is  here  sair  sought: 
That  kail  and  cabbage  may  be  bought* 
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And  healthfu'  sail  ad,  to  regale, 
Whan  pamper'd  wi'  a  heavy  meal. 
Glowr  up  the  street  in  Simmer  morn, 
The  birks  sae  green,  and  sweet  brier  thorn, 
Wi'  spraingit  flow'rs  that  scent  the  gule, 
Ca'  far  awa  the  mornin  smell, 
(Wi'  which  our  ladies'  flow'rpat's  fill'd,) 
And  every  noxious  vapour  kill'd. 
O  Nature  \  canty,  blithe,  and  free, 
Whare  is  there  kcekin-glass  like  thee  ? 
Is  there  on  earth  that  can  compare 
Wi'  Mary's  shape,  and  Mary's  air, 
Save  the  empurpled  speck,  that  grows 
In  the  saft  faulds  o'  yonder  rose  ? 
How  bonny  seems  the  virgin  breast, 
Whan  by  the  lilies  here  carest, 
And  leaves  the  mind  in  doubt  to  tell 
Which  maist  in  sweets  and  hue  excel  I 

Gillespie's  snuff  should  prime  the  nose 
O'  her  that  to  the  market  goes, 
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If  she  wad  like  to  shun  the  smells 
That  float  around  frae  market  cells  ; 
Whare  wames  o'  painches'  sav'ry  scent 
To  nostrils  gie  great  discontent. 
Now,  wha  in  Albion  cou'd  expect 
O'  cleanliness  sic  great  neglect  ? 
Nae  Hottentot,  that  daily  lairs 
'Mang  tripe,  and  ither  clarty  wares, 
Hath  ever  yet  conceiv'd,  or  seen, 
Beyond  the  Line,  sic  scenes  unclean, 

On  Sunday,  here,  an  alter'd  scene 
O'  men  and  manners  meet  our  een. 
Ane  wad  maist  trow,  some  people  chose 
To  change  their  faces  wi'  their  clothes, 
And  fain  wad  gar  ilk  neebcr  think 
They  thirst  for  goodness,  as  for  drink  : 
But  there's  an  unco  dearth  o'  grace, 
That  has  nae  mansion  but  the  face, 
And  never  can  obtain  a  part 
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In  benmost  corner  o'  the  heart. 
Why  shou'd  religion  mak  us  sad, 
If  good  frae  Virtue's  to  be  had  ? 
Na  :  rather  gleefu'  turn  your  face  ; 
Forsake  hypocrisy,  grimace ; 
And  never  hae  it  understood, 
You  fleg  mankind  frae  being  good. 

In  afternoon,  a'  bravvly  buskit, 
The  joes  and  lasses  loe  to  frisk  it. 
Some  tak  a  great  delight  to  place 
The  modest  bon-grace  owre  the  face  ; 
Tho*  you  may  see,  if  so  inclin'd, 
The  turnin  oJ  the  leg  behind. 
Now,  Comely-Garden,  and  the  Park, 
Refresh  them,  after  forenoon's  wark  : 
Newhaven,  Leith,  or  Canonrnills, 
Supply  them  in  their  Sunday's  Giils  • 
Whare  writers  afl.en  spend  their  pence, 
To  stock  their  heads  wi'  drink  and  sense. 


ROBERT  FERGUSSON.  1Q1 


AULD  REIKIE. 


While  danderirig  cits  delight  to  stray 
To  Castlehill  or  public  way, 
Whare  they  nae  other  purpose  mean, 
Than  that  fool  cause  o'  being  seen ; 
Let  me  to  Arthur's  Seat  pursue, 
Whare  bonny  pastures  meet  the  view  ; 
And  mony  a  wild-lorn  scene  accrues, 
Befitting  Willie  Shakespeare's  Muse. 
If  Fancy  there  wad  join  the  thrang, 
The  desert  rocks  and  hills  amang, 
To  echoes  we  should  lilt  and  play, 
And  gie  to  mirth  the  live-lang  day. 

Or  shou'd  some  canker' d  biting  shower 
The  day  and  a'  her  sweets  deflower, 
To  Holyroodhouse  let  me  stray, 
And  gie  to  musing  a'  the  day  ; 
Lamenting  what  auld  Scotland  knew, 
Bien  days  for  ever  frae  her  vic\v. 
O  Hamilton,  for  shame  !  the  Muse 
Wad  pay  to  thee  her  couthy  vows,. 
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Gin  ye  wad  tent  the  humble  strain, 

And  gie's  our  dignity  again : 

For,  oh,  wae's  me !  the  thistle  springs 

In  domicil  o'  ancient  kings 

Without  a  patriot  to  regret 

Our  palace,  and  our  ancient  state. 

Bless'd  place  !  whare  debtors  daily  run, 
To  rid  themsels  frae  jail  and  dun. 
Here,  tho'  sequester'd  frae  the  din 
That  rings  Auld  Reikie's  wa's  within  : 
Yet  they  may  tread  the  sunny  braes*.. 
And  bruik  Apollo's  cheerie  rays : 
Glowr  frae  St  Anthon's  grassy  height, 
Owre  vales  in  Simmer  claes  bedight  ; 
Nor  ever  hing  their  head,  I  ween, 
Wi*  jealous  fear  o*  being  seen. 
May  I,  whanever  duns  come  nigh, 
And  shake  my  garret  wi'  their  cry, 
Scour  here,  wi'  haste,  protection  get, 
To  screen  mysel  frae  them  and  debt ; 
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To  breathe  the  bliss  o'  open  sky, 
And  Simon  Eraser's  (13)  bolts  defy. 

Now,  gin  a  loun  shou'd  hae  his  clacs 
In  threadbare  autumn  o'  their  days, 
St  Mary,  broker's  guardian  saunt, 
Will  satisfy  ilk  ail  and  want  ; 
For  mony  a  hungry  writer  there 
Dives  down  at  night,  wi'  cleedin  bare, 
And  quickly  rises  to  the  view 
A  gentleman  perfyte,  and  new. 
Ye  rich  fouk  !  look  na  wi'  disdain 
Upo'  this  ancient  brokage  lane, 
For  naked  poets  are  supplied 
Wi'  what  you  to  their  wants  denied. 

Peace  to  thy  shade,  thou  wale  o'  mea> 
Drummond  !  relief  to  poortith's  pain. 
To  thee  the  greatest  bliss  we  owe, 
And  tribute's  tear  shall  gratefu'  flow. 
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The  sick  are  cured,  the  hungry  fed, 
And  dreams  o*  comfort  tend  their  bed. 
As  lang  as  Forth  weets  Lothian's  shore  ; 
As  lang's  on  Fife  her  billows  roar  ; 
Sae  lang  shall  ilk  whase  country's  dear, 
To  thy  remembrance  gie  a  tear. 
By  thee,  Auld  Reikie  thrave  and  grew, 
Delightfu'  to  her  childer's  view. 
Nae  mair  shall  Glasgow  striplings  threap 
Their  city's  beauty,  and  its  shape, 
While  our  new  city  spreads  around 
Her  bonny  wings  on  fairy  ground. 

But,  Provosts  now,  that  ne'er  afford 
The  sma'est  dignity  to  lord, 
Ne'er  care  tho'  every  scheme  gae  wild 
That  Drummond's  sacred  hand  has  cull'd. 
The  spacious  brig  (14)  neglected  lies, 
Tho'  plagued  wi'  pamphlets,  dunn'd  wi1  cries. 
They  hee^HOt,  tho'  Destruction  come 
To  gulp  us  in  her  gaunting  womb. 
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Oh,  shame  !  that  safety  canna  claim 
Protection  from  a  Provost'i  name; 
But  hidden  danger  lies  behind, 
To  torture,  and  to  fleg  the  mind. 
I  may  as  weel  bid  Arthur's  Seat 
To  Berwick-Law  mak  gleg  retreat, 
As  think  that  either  will  or  art 
Shall  get  the  gate  to  win  their  heart  ; 
For  politics  are  a'  their  mark, 
Bribes  latent,  and  corruption  dark. 
If  they  can  eithly  turn  the  pence, 
Wi'  city's  good  they  will  dispense  ; 
Nor  care  tho*  a'  her  sons  were  lair'd 
Ten  fathom  i'  the  auld  fcirkyard. 

To  sing  yet  meikle  does  remain, 
Undecent  for  a  modest  strain  ; 
And,  since  the  poet's  daily  bread  is 
The  favour  o'  the  Muse,  or  ladies, 
VOL.  II.  A  a 
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He  downa  like  to  gie  offence 
To  delicacy's  tender  sense  ; 
Therefore,  the  stews  remain  unsung, 
And  bawds  in  silence  drap  their  tongue. 

Reikie,  fareweel !  I  ne'er  cou'd  part 
Wi'  thee,  but  wi'  a  dowie  heart. 
Aft  frae  the  Fifan  coast  I've  seen 
Thee  towering  on  thy  summit  green, 
So  glowr  the  saints  whan  first  is  given 
A  favourite  keek  o'  glore  and  heaven  ; 
On  earth  nae  mair  they  bend  their  een. 
But  quick  assume  angelic  mien  ; 
So  I  on  Fife  wad  glowr  no  more, 
But  gallop'd  to  Edina's  shore. 
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To  all  whom  it  may  concert*. 


oOME  fouk,  like  bees,  fu'  glegly  ria  • 
To  bykes  bang'd  fu'  o '  strife  and  din, 
And  thieve  and  huddle  crumb  by  crumb, 
Till  they  hae  scrap'd  the  dautit  plumb., 
Then  craw  fu'  crously  o'  their  wark, 
Tell  o'er  their  turners  mark  by  mark, 
Yet  darena  think  to  lowse  the  pose 
To  aid  their  neebo.urs'  ails  and  wots. 

Gif  gowd  can  fetter  thus  the  heart, 
And  gar  us  act  sae  base  a  part ; 
Shall  man,  a  niggard,  near-gaun  elf! 
Kin  to  the  tether's  end  for  pelf; 
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Learn  ilka  cunzied  scoundrel's  trick, 
Whan  a's  done  sell  his  saul  to  Nick : 
I  trow  they've  cost  the  purchase  dear, 
That  gang  sic  lengths  for  warldly  gear. 

Now  when  the  Dog-day  heats  begin 
To  birsle  and  to  peel  the  skin, 
May  I  lie  streekit  at  my  ease, 
Beneath  the  caller  shady  trees, 
(Far  frae  the  din  o'  borrows  town), 
Whare  water  plays  the  haughs  bedown  ; 
To  jouk  the  Simmer's  rigour  there, 
And  breathe  &  while  the  caller  air, 
*Mang  herds,  and  honest  cottar  fouk, 
That  till  the  farm,  and  feed  the  flock  ; 
Careless  o'  mair,  wha  never  fash 
To  lade  their  kists  wi*  useless  cash, 
But  thank  the  gods  for  what  they've  sent, 
O'  health  eneugh,  and  blithe  content, 
And  pith,  that  helps  them  to  stravaig 
Owre  ilka  cleugh,  and  ilka  craig; 
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Unkend  to  a'  the  weary  granes 
That  aft  arise  frae  gentler  banes, 
On  easy-  chair  that  pamper'd  lie, 
Wi'  banefu'  viands  gustit  high  ; 
And  turn,  and  fauld  their  weary  clay, 
To  rax  and  gaunt  the  live-lang  day. 

Ye  sages,  tell  !  was  man  e'er  made 
To  dree  this  hatefu'  sluggard  trade, 
Steekit  frae  Nature's  beauties  a' 
That  daily  on  his  presence  ca', 
At  hame  to  girn,  and  whinge,  and  pine 
For  favourite  dishes,  favourite  wine  ! 
Come,  then,  shake  aff  thir  sluggish  ties, 
And  wi'  the  bird  o'  dawning  rise  ! 
On  ilka  bank  the  clouds  hae  spread 
Wi'  blobs  o'  dew  a  pearly  bed. 
Frae  faulds  nae  mair  the  owsen  rout, 
But  to  the  fattening  clover  lout, 
Whare  they  may  feed  at  heart's  content, 
Unyokit  frae  their  Winter's  stent. 
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Unyoke,  then,  man !  and  binna  sweer 
To  ding  a  hole  in  ill-hain'd  gear. 
O  think  that  eild,  wi'-wylie  fit,  , 
Is  wearing  nearer,  bit  by  bit! 
Gin  aince  he  claws  you  wi"  his  paw^ 
What's  siller  for  ?  fient  hae't  ava  ! 
But  gowden  playfair,  that  may  please 
The  second  sharger.  till  he  dies. 

Some  daft  chiel  reads,  -and  toks.  advice  ; 
The  chaise  is  yokit  in  a  trice  ; 
Awa'  drives  he,  like  huntit  deil, 
And  scarce  tholes  time  to  cool  his  wheel, 
Till  he's — Lord  kens  how  far  awa'l 
At  Italy,  or  Well. o' Spa; 
Or  to  Montpelier's  safter  air: 
For  far  aff  fowls  hae  feathers  fair.. 

There  rest  him  weel :-— for  eith  can  ue 
-Spare  raony  glaikit  gowks  like  lu\ 
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They'll  tell  whare  Tiber's  waters  rise ; 
What  sea  receives  the  drumly  prize  ; 
That  never  wi'  their  feet  hae  met 
The  marches  o'  their  ain  estate. 

The  Arno  and  the  Tiber  lang 
Hae  run  fell  clear  in  Roman  sang ; 
But,  save  the  reverence  of  schools  ! 
They're  baith  but  lifeless,  dowie  pools. 
Dought  they  compare  wi'  bonny  Tweed, 
As  clear  as  ony  lammer-bead  ? 
Or,  are  their  shores  mair  sweet  and  gay 
Than  Fortha's  haughs*  or  banks  o'  Tay  ? 
Tho'  there  the  herds  can  jink  the  showers 
'Mang  thrivin  vines  and  myrtle  bowers, 
And  blaw  the  reed  to  kittle  strains, 
While  Echo's  tongue  commends  their  pains  ; 
Like  ours,  they  canna  warm  the  heart 
Wi'  simple,  saft,  bewitchin  art, 
On  Leader  haughs,  and  Yarrow  braes., 
Arcadian  herds  wad  tine  their  lays, 
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To  hear  the  mair  melodious  sounds, 
That  lire  on  our  poetic  grounds. 

Come,  Fancy  S  come,  and  let  us  tread 
The  Simmer's  flowery  velvet  bed, 
And  a'  yo*r  springs  delightfu'  lowse 
On  Tweeda's  banks,  or  Cowdenknowes  ; 
That,  taen  wi'  thy  enchantin  sang, 
Our  Scottish  lads  may  round  ye  thrang : 
Sae  pleas'd,  they'll  never  fash  again 
To  court  you  on  Italian  plain. 
Soon  will  they  guess,  ye  only  wear 
The  simple  garb  o'  Nature  here  ; 
Mair  comely  far,  and  fair  to  sight, 
Whan  in  her  easy  cleedin  dight, 
Than,  in  disguise,  ye  was  before 
On  Tiber's,  or  on  Arno's  shore, 

O  Banguor  (15)  !  now  the  hills  and  dales 
Nae  raair  gie  back  thy  lender  tales. 
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The  birks  on  Yarrow  now  deplore, 
Thy  mournfu'  Muse  has  left  the  shore. 
Near  what  bright  burn,  or  crystal  spring, 
Did  you  your  winsome  whistle  hing  ? 
The  Muse  shall  there,  wi'  watery  e'e 
Gie  the  dunk  swaird  a  tear  for  thee  ; 
And  Yarrow's  genius,  dowie  dame  ! 
Shall  there  forget  her  blude-staia'd  stream, 
On  thy  sad  grave  to  seek  repose, 
'Who  mourn'd  her  fate,  coridol'd  her  w  oes. 


VOL.  II, 


POSTHUMOUS  PIECES. 


JOB,  CHAP.  III.  PARAPHRASED, 


PERISH  the  fatal  day  when  I  was  born, 
The  night  with  dreary  darkness  be  forlorn  ; 
The  loathed,  hateful,  and  lamented  night 
When  Job,  'twas  told,  had  first  perceiv'd  the  light; 
Let  it  be  dark,  nor  let  the  God  on  high 
Regard  it  with  the  favour  of  his  eye ; 
Let  blackest  darkness  and  death's  awful  shade 
Stain  it,  and  make  the  trembling  earth  afraid ; 
Be  it  not  join'd  unto  the  varying  year, 
Nor  to  the  fleeting  months  in  swift  career. 
Lo !  let  the  night  in  solitude's  dismay 
Be  dumb  to  joy,  and  waste  in  gloom  away  ; 
On  it  may  twilight  stars  be  never  known  ; 
Light  let  it  wish  for,  Lord !  but  give  it  none  rf 
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JOB,   CHAP.  III.   PARAPHRASED. 

Curse  it  let  them  who  curse  the  passing  day, 
And  to  the  voice  of  mourning  raise  the  lay ; 
Nor  ever  be  the  face  of  dawning  seen 
To  ope  its  lustre  on  the  enamel'd  green ; 
Because  it  seal'd  not  up  my  mother's  womb, 
Nor  hid  from  me  the  sorrows  doom'd  to  come. 
Why  have  I  not  from  mother's  womb  expir'd? 
My  life  resign'd  when  life  was  first  requir'd  ? 
Why  did  supporting  knees  prevent  my  death, 
Or  suckling  breasts  sustain  my  infant  breath; 
For  now  my  soul  with  quiet  had  been  blest, 
With  kings  and  counsellors  of  earth  at  rest, 
Who-  bade  the  house  of  desolation  rise, 
And  awful  ruin  strike  tyrannic  eyes, 
Or  with  the  princes  unto  whom  were  told 
Rich  store  of  silver  and  corrupting  gold  ; 
Or,  as  untimely  birth,  I  had  not  been 
Like  infant  who  the  light  hath  never  seen  ; 
For  there  the  wicked  from  their  trouble  cease/ 
And  there  the  weary  find  their  lasting  peace  3 
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There  the  poor  prisoners  together  rest, 
Nor  by  the  hand  of  injury  opprest ; 
The  small  and  great  together  mingl'd  are, 
And  free  the  servant  from  his  master  there  ; 
Say,  wherefore  has  an  over-bounteous  heaven 
Light  to  the  comfortless  and  wretched  given  ? 
Why  should  the  troubl'd  and  oppress'd  in  soul 
Fret  over  restless  life's  unsettled  bowl, 
Who  long  for  death,  who  lists  not  to  their  pray'r, 
And  dig  as  for  the  treasures  hid  afar ; 
Who  with  excess  of  joy  are  blest  and  glad, 
Rejoic'd  when  in  the  tomb  of  silence  laid  ? 
Why  then  is  grateful  light  bestow'd  on  man, 
Whose  life  is  darkness,  all  his  days  a  span  ? 
For  ere  the  morn  return' d  my  sighing  came, 
My  mourning  pour'd  out  as  the  mountain  stream; 
Wild  visag'd  fear,  with  sorrow-mingled  eye, 
And  wan  destruction  piteous  star'd  me  nigh ; 
For  though  no  rest  nor  safety  blest  my  soul, 
New  trouble  came,  new  darkness,  new  control1,!. 


ODE  TO 'HORROR. 


vJ   Thou  who  with  incessant  gloom 

Court'st  the  recess  of  midnight  torn.b  ! 

Admit  me  of  thy  mournful  throng. 

The  scatter'd  woods  and  wilds  among; 

If  e'er  thy  discontented  ear 

The  voice  of  sympathy  can  cheer. 

My  melancholy  bosom's  sigh 

Shall  to  your  mournful  plaint  reply ; 

There  to  the  fear-foreboding  owl 

The  angry  Furies  hiss  and  howl ; 

Or  near  the  mountain's  pendant  brow 

Where  rush-clad  streams  in  cadent  murmurs  flow. 

EPODE. 

Who's  he  that  with  imploring  eye 
Salutes  the  rosy  dawning  sky  ? 
The  cock  proclaims  the  morn  in  vain. 
Mis  sp'rit  to  drive  to  its  domain  ; 
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For  morning  light  can  but  return 
To  bid  the  wretched  wail  and  mourn : 
Not  the  bright  dawning's  purple  eye 
Can  cause  the  frightful  vapours  fly, 
Nor  sultry  Sol's  meridian  throne 
Can  bid  surrounding  fears  begone ; 
The  gloom  of  night  will  still  preside, 
While,  angry  conscience  stares  on  either  side, 

STROPHE. 

To  ease  his  sore  distemper'd  head, 
Sometimes  upon  the  rocky  bed 
Reclin'd  he  lies,  to  list  the  sound 
Of  whispering  reed  in  vale  profound. 
Happy  if  Morpheus  visits  there, 
A  while  to  lull  his  woe  and  care ; 
Send  sweeter  fancies  to  his  aid, 
And  teach  him  to  be  undismay'd  ; 
Yet  wretched  still,  for  when  no  more 
The  gods  their  opiate  balsam  pour, 
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Ah,  me !  he  starts,  and  views  again 

The  Libyan  monster  prance  along  the  plain. 

Now  from  the  oozing  caves  he  flies, 
And  to  the  city's  tumults  hies, 
Thinking  to  frolic  life  away, 
Be  ever  cheerful,  ever  gay  : 
But  tho'  enwrapt  in  noise  and  smoke, 
They  ne'er  can  heal  his  peace  when  broke ; 
His  fears  arise,  he  sighs  again 
For  solitude  on  rural  plain; 
Even  there  his  wishes  all  conveen 
To  bear  him  to  his  noise  again. 
Thus  tortur'd,  rack'd,  and  sore  opprest, 
He  constant  hunts,  but  never  finds  his  rest, 

ANTISTROPIIE. 

Oh  exercise  !   then  healing  power, 
The  toiling  rustic's  chiefest  dower ; 
Be  thou  with  parent  virtue  join'd 
To  quell  the  tumults  of  the  mind  ; 
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Then  man  as  much  ©f  joy  can  share 

From  ruffian  winter,  bleaky  bare, 

As  from  the  pure  aetherial  blaze 

That  wantons  in  the  summer  rays  ; 

The  humble  cottage  then  can  bring 

Content,  the  comfort  of  a  king  ; 

And  gloomy  mortals  wish  no  more 

For  wealth  and  idleness  to  raake  them  poor. 


ODE   TO 


DISAPPOINTMENT. 


AHOU  joyless  fiend,  life's  constant  foe, 
Malignant  source  of  care  and  woe, 

Pleasure's  abhorr'd  controul  ; 
Her  gayest  haunts  for  ever  nigh, 
Stern  mistress  of  the  secret  sigh, 

That  swells  the  murm'ring  soul 

II. 

Why  haunt'st  thou  me  thro'  deserts  drear  ? 
With  grief-sworn  sounds  why  wound'st  my  ear, 

Denied  to  pity's  aid  ? 
Thy  visage  wan  did  e'er  I  woo, 
Or  at  thy  feet  in  homage  bow, 

Or  court  thy  sullen  shade  ? 
VOL.  II.  C  c 
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III. 

Even  now  enchanted  scenes  abound, 
Elysian  glories  strew  the  ground, 

To  lure  th*  astonish'd  eyes ; 
Now  Horrors,  Hell,  and  Furies  reign, 
And  desolate  the  fairy  scene 

Of  all  its  gay  disguise. 

IV. 

The  passions,  at  thy  urgent  call, 
Our  reasons  and  our  sense  enthral 

In  frenzy's  fetters  strong, 
And  now  despair  with  lurid  eye 
Doth  meagre  poverty  descry, 

Subdu'd  by  famine  long. 

V- 

The  lover  flies  the  haunts  of  day, 
In  .gloomy  woods  and  wilds  to  stray, 

There  shuns  his  Jessy's  scorn ; 
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Sad  sisters  of  the  sighing  grove 
Attune  their  lyres  to  hapless  love, 

Dejected  arid  forlorn, 

VI. 

Yet  hope  undaunted  wears  thy  chain, ' 
And  smiles  amidst  the  growing  pain, 

Nor  fears  thy  sad  dismay  ; 
Unaw'd  by  power  her  fancy  flies 
From  earth's  dim  orb  to  purer  skies,, 

To  realms  of  endless  day, 


A  DIRGE 


I. 

T* 

-I  HE  waving  yew  or  cypress  wreath 

In  vain  bequeathe  the  mighty  tear ; 
In  vain  the  awful  pomp  of  death 
Attends  the  sable-shrouded  bier. 

II. 

Since  Strephon's  virtue's  sunk  to  rest, 
Nor  pity's  sigh,  nor  sorrow's  strain, 

Nor  r  agic  tongue,  have  e'er  confest 
Our  wounded  bosom's  secret  pain. 

III. 

The  just,  the  good,  more  honours  share 
In  what  the  conscious  heart  bestows, 

Than  vice  adorn'd  with  sculptor's  care, 
In  all  the  venal  pomp  of  woes. 
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IV. 

A  sad-ey'd  mourner  at  his  tomb, 

Thou,  Friendship  I  pay  thy  rites  divine; 

And  echo  thro*  the  midnight  gloom 
That  Strephon's  early  fall  was  thine. 


HORACE, 
ODE  XL  LIB.  L 


JN  E'ER  fash  your  thumb  what  gods  decree 
To  be  the  weird  o'  you  or  me. 
Nor  deal  in  cantrip's  kittle  cunning 
To  spier  how  fast  your  days  are  running  ; 
But  patient  lippen  for  the  best, 
Nor  be  in  dowy  thought  opprest, 
Whether  we  see  mair  winters  come 
Than  this  that  spits  wi'  canker'd  foam. 
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THE  AUTHOR  S  LIFE. 

Now  moisten  weel  your  geyzen'd  wa's 
Wi*  couthy  friends  and  hearty  blaws  ; 
Ne'er  let  your  hope  o'ergang  your  days, 
For  eild  and  thraldom  never  stays  ; 
The  day  looks  gash,  toot  aff  your  horn, 
Nor  care  yae  strae  about  the  morn. 

THE 
AUTHOR'S  LIFE. 

JVkY  life  is  like  the  flowing  stream 

That  glides  where  summer's  beauties  teem, 

Meets  all  the.  riches  of  the  gale 

That  on  its  watry  bosom  sail, 

And  wanders  'midst -Ely sian  groves 

Thro'  all  the  haunts  that  fancy  loves. 

May  I  when  drooping  days  decline, 
And  'gainst  those  genial  streams  combine, _ 
The  winter's  sad  decay  forsake, 
And  centre  in  my  parent  lake. 


SONG. 

oINCE  brightest  beauty  soon  must  fade, 
That  in  life's  spring  so  long  has  roll'd, 

And  whither  in  the  drooping  shade, 
E'er  it  return  to  native  mould. 

Ye  virgins,  seize  the  fleeting  hour, 
In  time  catch  Cytherea's  joy, 

'Ere  age  your  wonted  smiles  deflower, 
And  hopes  of  love  and  life  annoy. 


EPIGRAM 

On  a  Lawyer's  desiring  one  of  the  Tribe  to  look 
with  respect  to  a  Gibbet. 


JL  HE  Lawyers  may  revere  that  tree 
Where  thieves  so  oft  have  strung, 

Since,  by  the  Law's  most  wise  decree,, 
Her  thieves  are  never  hung. 


ON    THE 

AUTHOR'S    INTENTION 
OF  GOING  TO  SEA. 

FORTUNE  and  BOB,  e'er  since  his  birth. 

Could  never  yet  agree  ; 
She  fairly  kick'd  him  from  the  earth, 

To  try  his  fate  at  sea. 


EPIGRAM 

Written  Extempore,  at  the  desire  of  a  gentleman 
roho  was  rather  ill-favoured,  but  who  had  a 
beautiful  Family  of  Children. 


T  and  his  children  emblems  are 
Of  real  good  and  evil ; 
His  children  are  like  cherubims, 
But  Sc — tt  is  like  the  devil. 


THE 

VANITY  OF  HUMAN  WISHES. 

An  Elegy  on  the  untimely  Death  of  a  Scots  Poet, 

BY    MR    JOHN    TAIT. 


Quis  desiderio  sit  pudor,  ant  modus 
Tarn  cart  capitis  ?  Prcecipe  lugubres 
Cantus,  Melpomene,  cui  liquidam  pater 
Vocem  cum  cithara  dedit. 


HOR. 


was  the  night,  and  silence  reign'd  o'er  all; 
No  mirthful  sounds  urg'd  on  the  ling'ring  hour ': 
"The  sheeted  ghost  stalk'd  thro'  the  stately  hall; 
And  ev'ry  breast  confess'd  chill  Horror's  power. 

"Slumb'ring  I  lay  :   I  mus'd  on  human  hopes  : 
"  Vain,  vain/'  I  cried,  "  are  all  the  hopes  we 

form  ! 
VOL.  II.  D  d 
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"  When  Winter  comes,  the  sweetest  flow'ret  drops; 
"  And  oaks  themselves  must  bend  before  the 
"  storm." 

While  thus  I  spake,  a  voice  assail'd  my  ear : 
'Twas  sad ; — 'twas  slow  ;    it  fill'd    my  mind 
with  dread  ! 

"  Forbear/'  it  cried  — thy  moral  lays  forbear : 
"  Or  change  the  strain,  for  FERGUSSON  is  dead  ! 

"  Have  we  not  seen  him  sporting  on  these  plains  ? 

"  Have  we  not  heard  him  strike  the  MUSE'S  lyre? 
"  Have  we  not  felt  the  magic  of  his  strains, 

Which  often  glow'd  with  Fancy's  warmest  fire  ? 

**-  Have  we  not  hop'd  these  strains  would  long  be 

heard  ? 

"Have  we  not  told  how  oft  they  touch'd  .the 
soul  ? 


HUMAN  WISHES. 


BY  MR  JOHN  TAIT. 


"  And  has  not  SCOTIA  said,  her  youthful  BARD 
"Might  spread  her  fame  ev'n  to  the  distant  pole  ? 

"  But  .vain,  alas  !  are  all  the  hopes  we  rais'd; 
"  Death  strikes   the  blow— -they  sink— their 

((  reign  is  o'er  ; 
"  And  these  sweet  songs,  which  we  so  oft  hare 

"  prais'd — 

"  These  mirthful  strains — shall  now  be  heard 
"  no  more. 

"  This,  this  proclaims  how  vain  are  all  the  joys 
"  Which  we  so  ardently  wish  to  attain  ; 

"  Since  ruthless  Fate  so  oft,  so  soon  destroys 
"  The  high-born  hopes  even  of  the  MUSES'  train."" 

1  heard  no  more.— The  cock,  with  clarion  shrill, 
Loudly  proclaim'd  th'  approach  of  morning  near- 

Th«  voice  was  gone — but  yet  I  heard  it  still-— 
For  every  note  was  echo'd  back  by  fear. 
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"  Perhaps,"  I  cried,  "  ere  yonder  rising  sun 
"  Shall  sink  his  glories  in  the  western  ware  ; 

et  Perhaps  ere  then  my  race  too  may  be  run, 
"  And  I  myself  laid  in  the  silent  grave. 


«  Oft  then,  O  mortals !  oft  this  dreadful  truth 

"Should  beproclaim'd — for  fate  is  in  the  sound— 
"  That  Genius,  Learning,  Health,  and  vigorous 

"  Youth, 

May,  in  one  day,  in  Death's  cold  chains  be 
«  bound." 


NOTES, 

TO  VOLUME  SECOND, 


NOTE  1,  P.  21. 

Dr  Wilkie  had  a  farm  near  St.  Andrews,  on 
which  he  made  great  improvements. 

NOTE  2,  P.   123. 

The  Contractor  for  the  lamps. 

NOTE  3,  p.  130. 

A  debating  society ;  afterwards  called  the 
Pantheon. 

NOTE  4,  and  5.  P.  143-. 
Alluding  to  two  tunes  under  these  Titles. 

NOTE  6,  p.  144. 

The  Poet  alludes  to  a  gentleman  in  Dunferm- 
line,  who  sent  him  a  challenge,  being  highly  of 
fended  at  the  concluding  reflection  in  the  "  EJC« 
pedition  to  Fife. 

NOTE  7,  P.  145. 
A  bell  in  the  college  steeple* 

NOTE  9,  p.  140. 

A  name  given  by  the  students  to  one  of  the 
Members  of  the  University. 

NOTE  9,  P.  152. 
The  late  Sexton. 
VOL.  II.  E  c 


»24  NOTES, 


TO  VOLUME  SECOND. 


NOTE  10,  P.  15.9. 

This  Poem  was  written  about  the  time  a  bill 
was  in  agitation  for  vesting  the  whole  funds  of 
Hospitals,  andother  charities  throughout  the  King 
dom,  in  Government  stock,  at  three  per  Cent. 

NOTE  11,  and  !2,  P.  184.  185. 
Pandemonium  and  the  Cape  were  two  social  Ciub.s 

NOTE  13,  p.  193. 
Then  keeper  of  the  Tolboath. 

NOTE  14,  p.  194. 

An  allusion  to  the  state  of  the  North-  Bridge 
after  its  fall. 

NOTE  15,  P.  202. 
Mr  Hamilton  of  Bangour, 


GLOSSARY. 


The  ch  and  gh  have  always  the  guttural  sound. 
The  sound  of  the  English  diphthong  GO,  is  commonly 
spelled  ou.  The  French  u,  a  sound  which  often  oc 
curs  in  the  Scottish  language,  is  marked  oo,  or  ui. 
The  a  in  genuine  Scottish  words  except  when  forming 
a  diphthong  or  followed  by  an  e  mute  after  a  single 
•consonant,  sounds  generally  like  the  broad  English  a 
in  wall.  The  Scottish  diphthongal,  always,  and ea, 
very  often  sound  like  the  French  e  masculine.  The 
'Scottish  diphthong  ey,  sounds  like  the  Latin  ei. 


A. 

,4' all 

atridint,  abiding  it 
aboon,  above 
Adie,  Adam 
ae,  one 

-<l#°ff 

a-Jidd,  in  the  field 
aft,  oft 
often,  often 
aftcrhend,  afterwards 
aft-limes,  oftentimes 
Ctkint,  behind 
aiblins,  perhaps 
Qlk,  an  oak,  pain 
Vot.  II. 


ails,  or  eatings,  ills 
am,  own 
air  in,  airing 
airths,  ways 
aiten,  oaten 
aith,  an  oath 
aits,  oats 
alake,  alas 
alane,  alone 
alang,  along 
a  mans  i  .among 
awry,  a  cupboard 
an,  and,  if 
ancc  or  aincc,  oner. 
fl?;c.  one,  an 
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once 

•ariitker,  -another- 

antrin,  different 

ottour,  t)ut-over 

auld,  old 

auldfarran,  or  auld  far- 
rant,  sagacious,  cun 
ning,  ingenious 

Auld  Nic/c,  one  of  the  ma 
ny  frames  for  the  devil 

auld  warld,  old  world 

auntie,  dimin.  of  aunt 

aw  a',  away 

ayont,  beyond 

B. 

Ba',  a  ball 

<back-gaun,  going  back 
bagnet,  a  bayonet 
bailie,  a  magistrate 
bairn,  a  child 
bairnies,  children 
bairnly,  childish 
baith,  both 
ban,  to  swear 
bane,  a  bone 


banefii,  baneful 

bang,    an  effort,    a  great 

number;  to  conquer 
bannett  a  bonnet 
bannin,  swearing 
bannocks,    bread    thicker 

than  cakes,  and  round 
banCrin,  bantering 
bardie,  dimin.  of  bard 
barkent,  when  mire,  blood, 

&c.  hardens  upon  any 

thing  like  bark 
barras,  boroughs 
baudrons,  a  cat 
bauk,  a  cross  beam 
bauld,  bold 
bauldly,  boldly 
bauthrin,  bustling,  flutter 
ing 

bawbee,  a  halfpenny 
beardly,  stout-made,  broad 

built 

beastie,  dimin.  of  beast 
bedeckit,  dressed 
bedeen,    immediately,    in 

haste 
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bedotvn,  down 
beek,  to  warm 
beekin,  basking 
beengin,  cringing 
bcfa,  befal 
begude,  begun 
beguilin,  beguiling 
ben-by,  into  the  spenee  or 

parlour 

bendin,  bending 
benmost,  inmost 
beted,  befel 

bcwitchin,  bewitching- 
bei/ont,  beyond 
bicker,  a  kind  of  wooden 

dish,  a  short  race 
bide,  to  abide,  to  suffer 
bicld,  shelter 
bien,  wealthy,  plentiful 
bienty,  wealthy,  plentifully 
big,  to  build 

biggin,  a  house;  building 
bike,  or  byke,  a  nest  of  bees 
billie,  a  brother,  a  young 

fellow 
Sink,  a  shelf 


binna,  be  not 

bir,  force,  flying  swiftly' 
with  a  noise 

birdie,  dimin.  of  bir<J, 

birlcen\  birchen 

birkie,  or  birky,  a  oleyeg 
fellow 

forks,  birclv  trees* 

birle,  to  drink ;  commoij 
people  joining:  theii4  bo 
dies  for.  purqliasing)  li- 
q  uor ;  th  ey :  caU  it  birl- 
ing  a  bodle 

birn,  a  burnt  mark 

birsle,  to  bruise 

birze,  to  bruise 

bisket,  a  biscuit 
.6-,  business 

bizz,  a  bustle;   to  buzz 

bizzd,  buzzed 

bizzin,  buzzing 

blaie,  bashful,  sheepish 

bluw,  to  blow,  to  boast 

blaivn,  blown 

bleer-e'ed,  having.the  eyes 
dim  with  water  or  rhtuia 
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bleerin,  blearing 

bleezin,  blazing 

blinkin,  the  flame  rising 
and  fa41ing,  as  of  a  lamp 
when  the  oil  is  ex 
hausted 

blude,  blood 

blue-gown,  one  of  those 
beggars  who  get  annu 
ally  on  the  king's  birth 
day,  a  blue  cloak  or 
gown,  with  a  badge 

bluidyj  bloody 

bodden,  or  bodin,  or  bow- 
den,  provided,  furnished 

bodle,  one  sixth  of  a  pen 
ny  English 

bogles,  spirits,  hobgoblins 

bonnie,  or  bonny,  beauti 
ful,  handsome 

borrows,  borough 

bougil,  the  crow  of  a  cock 

brae,  a  declivity,  a  preci 
pice  the  slope  of  a  hill 

braid,  broad 
,  broke 


j  or  bra9,  firie,  hand 
some 

brawest,  finest  in  apparel, 
handsomest 

brawfy,  finely,  handsomely 

breedin,  breeding 

breeks,  breeches 

brisket,  or  biskct,  breast, 
bosom 

brither,  brother 

broachie,  dimin.  of  broach 

brock,  a  badger 

brodit,  pricked 

broggs,  a  kind  of  strong 
shoes 

broodit,  brooded 

broom-thackit,  overgrown 
with  broom 

brose,  a  composition  of 
oatmeal  and  boiled  wa 
ter 

browster,  brewer 

bruik,  to  endure,  to  suffer 

brulzie,  a  broil,  a  com 
bustion 

brunf,  did  burrs- 
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bulk,  or  buke,  a  book,  bulk 

buit,  but 

bumbaz'd,  confused,  made 

to  look  and  stare  like 

an  idiot 
burc,  did  bear 
bum,  water,  a  rivulet 
burnie,  dimin.  of  bum 
burnin,  burning 
busk,  dress 
buskit,  dressed 
buss,  a  bush 
busses,  bushes 
but  and  ben,  the  country 

kitchen  and  parlour 
bygane,  bypast 
byre,  a  cow-stable 

C. 

Ca',   to  call,    to  name,  to 

drive 
cabbage-fauld,  a  place  in 

which  cabbage  grows 
sa'd,  called,  drove 
Gadgie,  cheerful 
'lyt  cheerfully 


cadie,  a  person,  a  young 

fellow 

caird,  or  card,  a  tinker 
cairn,  a  loose  heap  of  stones1 
callanl,  a  boy 
caller,  cool,  fresh,  sound 
cam,  came 
can?ia,  cannot 
cannily,  gently 
canny,    cautious,   gentle> 

lucky 

cantily,  merrily,  cheerfully 
cantrip,  a  charm,  a  spell 

canty,  merry,  cheerful 

cap,    a   wooden   drinking 
vessel 

capernoily,  whimsical,  ill- 
natured 

carefu',  careful 

carena,  care  not 

carle,  an  old  man 

carlin,  a  stout  old  womaK 

carline,  an  old  woman 

carritch,  catechism 

cas,  drives 

cassen,  c 
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catckt,  cauglit 

ca't,  called,  driven 

cauld,  cold 

cauldness,  coldness 

cauldrife,  spiritless,  want 
ing  cheerfulness  in  an 
address 

carvsey,  causey. 

chancy,  fortunate 

chap,  a  person>  a  fellow, 
a  blow 

thappin,  an  ale-measure, 
or  stoup,.  some  \v hat  less 
than  an  English  quart 

chaum£r,  or  c/uiuviir,  a 
chamber 

chawter,  a  part  of  a  bag 
pipe 

check  for  chow,  side  by 
side 

cheep,  a  chirp,  to  chirp 

chid,  or  chield,  a  young 
fellow,  a  slight  and  fa 
miliar  term 

childer,  children 

mhimlcy,  tl>e  chimney 


chow,  • 

claes,  or  «.i'_;  se,  clothes 


duith,  cloth 
clamihewit,  a  blow 
clamp,    a  sharp  blow   OP 

stroke  that  makes  a  noise 
clarty,  dirty,  unclean 
claver,  clover 
claw,  to  scratch 
deed,  or  cltad,  to  clothe 
cleedin,  cloathing 
dcek,  to  catch  as  with  a 

hook 

deagh,  a  den  betwixt  rocks 
dink,  money 
cUnkin,  clinking,  jerking 
dittcr-datter,  idle  talk 
dour,  a  swelling  after  «i 

blow 

clout,  to  strike,  to  mend 
douled,  mended 
coatie,  diminMof  coat 
coble,  a  fishing  boat 
cod,  a  pillow 
cqft,  bought 
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cog,  a  wooden  dish 
eogie,  or  coggie,  dimin.  of 

cog 

collie,  a  general,  and  some 
times  a  particular  name 
for  country  curs 
cotnin,  coming 
conteslin,  contesting 
contentit,  contented 
conveen,  to  assemble 
coof,  a  blockhead,  a  ninny 
corby,  or  corbie,  a  raven 
cornin,  coming 
cosh,  neat 
coshly,  neatly 
cotter,  the  inhabitant  of  a 

cot-house  or  cottage 
coud,  could 
coudna,  could  not 
coup,  to  barter,  to  tumble 

over 

cour,  to  crouch 
courd,  crouched 
couthy,  kind,  loving 
covetiantin,  covenanting 
cowd,  terrified,  kept  under 


cox,  to  persuade 

cozy,  snug 

crabbit,  crabbed,  fretM 

crabbitly,   peevishly,  mo* 

rosely 
crack,   conversation  ;     to 

converse 
crackit,  cracked 
craig,  a  crag 
crammin,  filling 
crap,  a  crop,  to  creep,  to 

top 

cravin,  craving 
craw,  the  crow  of  a  cock- 

a  rook 

criesh,  or  cree$h,  grea-se 
crieshy,  groasy 
crouse,  cheerful,  courage 
ous 

crously,  boldly 
crowdy,   a  dish  made   of 

oat-meal 

crummy,  a  cow's  name 
crune,  to  make  a  noise  lilce 

the  continued  roar  of  .'* 

bull  or  cow 
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emssars,  coursers 
cunnin,  cunning 
cunzied,  coined 
cutty,  short 

D. 

Daffin,  merriment,  foolish 
ness 

daft,  merry,  giddy,  foolish 

daintiih,  dainty 

dander,  to  wander  to  and 
fro 

dang,  pushed,  driven 

danlon, to  discourage 

darena,  dare  not 

daub,  a  proficient 

dautit,  fondled,  caressed 

daut,  to  caress  with  ten 
derness 

darvnin,  dawning 

deid,  dead 

deligktfu'  delightful 

descending  descending 

deval,  to  descend,  fall, 
hurry 

dew-drap,  a  dew-drop 


dictionar,  dictionary 
dight,  decked,  to  clean 
dig/if  in,  cleaning  corn  from 

chaff 

divot,  broad  turf 
dinsome,  noisy 
dinna,  or  dinna't,  do  not 
ding,  to  worst,  to  push 
dinlin,  rattling 
disturbil,  disturbed 
dockan,  (an  herb)  the  dock 
doggie,  dimin.  of  dog 
doitet,  stupih'ed,  hebetated 
dool,  or  dule,  sorrow,  pain 
dolefu,  doleful 
dools,  sorrows 
donnart,  stupid 
dorls,  a  proud  pet 
doriy,   proud,    not  to  be 
spoke  to,  conceited,  ap 
pearing  as  disobliged 
dosin,  dosing 
douff,  mournful,  wanting 
dougktna,  durst  not 
dought,  could,  availed 
doughtier,  stronger,  abler 
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doughty,      able,     valiant, 

strong 

douk,  to  put  under  water 
douna,  or  doivna,  do  not 
doup,  the  backside 
dour,  sullen 
do?v,  am  or  are  able 
dorv'd,  inclined 
dowie,  or  do?vy,  worn  with 

grief,  fatigue,  &c. 
drap,  a  drop 
drappit,  dropped 
draunt,  to  speak  slow,  af 
ter  a  sighing  manner 

dreamt,  dreamed 

dree,  to  suffer,  endure 

dreech,  slow,  tedious 

dreed,  suffered,  endured 

drib,  a  drop 

dribble,  to  drizzle 

dribs,  drops 

drcep,  to  drop 

drecpin,  dropping 

drinkin,  drinking 

drag,  drug 

droopin,  drooping 

VOL.  II.  < 


droukit,  drenched,  wet 
drouth,  thirst,  drought 


drucken,  drunken 

drumly,  muddy 

dubs,  small  puddles  of 
water 

duddies,  rags 

duddy,  ragged 

duds,  rags,  cloathes 

dung,  worsted,  pushed, 
driven 

dunt,  a  stroke  or  blow 

dwaam,  a  sudden  pain  or 
sickness 

dwall,  dwell 

dwynin,  or  dwinin,  shrink 
ing,  losing  bulk,  decay 
ing 

E. 

Ear' ,  early 
e'e,  the  eye 
e'en,  eyes 
e'ening,  evening 
eidcnt,  diligent 
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eery,    frighted,    dreading 

spirits 
eik,  eke 
elicit,  joined 
eith,  easy 
cithly,  easily 
eild,  old  age 
elden,  fuel, 

elshin,  a  shoemaker's  awl 
emmack  an  ant 
enchantin,  enchanting 
eneugh,  enough 

F. 

Fa',  fall 

fadge,  a  spungy  sort  of 
bread,  in  shape  of  a  roll 
fae,  a  foe 
fa'en,  fallen 
faintin,  fainting 
fairiri,  a  fairing,  a  present 
fairns,  fern 
faithfu,  faithful 
fallow,  fellow, 
^/iznrf,  found 
Jarer,  longer,  further 


fareweel^  farewell 
farl,  a  cake  of  bread 
fash,   or  faush,  trouble, 

care,  to  trouble 
fastin,  fasting 
faugJid,    ploughed,    and 

not  sowed 
fought,  fight 
fauUy  a  fold  ;  to  fold 
faut,  a  fault. 
fearfu,  fearful 
feat,  neat,  spruce 
feck,  a  part,  quantity 
feckless,     puny,     feeble, 

weak,  silly 
|  feckly,  nearly 

f*g>  a  % 

felling 
,  to  defend 
fend,  to  live  comfortably 
•fenzying,  feigning 
ferlies,  wonders 
ferly,  a  wonder,  to  wonder 
ferra,  a  cow  missing  calf 
fetch,  to  pull  by  fits 

,  fiend,  a  petty  oath 
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Jier,    sound,   healthy  ;    a 

brother,  a  friend 
jfinger-nebbs,  finger-ends 
Jireflaugkt,  a  flash  of  light 
ning 
Jit,  foot 
Jitstap,  footstep 
jizzd,  whizzed 
flae,  to  strip 
flae'd,  flayed 
Jtaff,  to  move  up  and  down 
as  birds  with  their  wings 

flee,  a  fly 

fleg,  to  fright 

fleein,  flying 

Jteetck,  to  supplicate  in  a 
flattering  manner 

fleetchin,  supplicating 

jleuk,  a  flounder 

Jley,  to  scare,  to  affright 

flcy'd,  affrighted 

jtingin,  throwing 

flyte,  to  scold,  to  chide 

fylin,  scolding,  chiding, 

fore,  forward 

forfoup/ien,   weary,  faint 


and  out  of  breat  h 

forgather,  to  meet,  to  en 
counter 

forseeth,  forsooth 
font,  or  fa',  fullj  drunk 

fouk,  orfock,  folk 

fousom,  fulsome 

fouthy  abundance,  plenty 

frae,  from 

friz>  a  frizle 

fuddlin,  drinking 

fund,  found 

fitness,  fullness 

furth,  forth 

G 

Ga\  the  gall 

gab,  the  mouth ;  to  speak 

boldly  or  pertly 
gabble,    dimin.    of  gab  ; 

mouth 
gabbit,  of  a  ready  and  easy 

expression 

gabblin,  prating  pertly 
gae,  to  go,  give 
gacd,  went 
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gaes,  goes 

gae't,  gave  it 

gane,  gone 

gang,  to  go,  to  walk, 

ganging,  going 

g<mg*,  goes 

gantries,  stands  for  bar 
rels 

gar,  to  make,  to  force  to 

gars,  makes,  forces 

gart,  or  gar'd,  caused,  for 
ced  made 

gash,  wise,  sagacious,  talk 
ative;  to  converse 

gashly,  wisely 

gashin,  conversing 

gat,  got 

gate,  way,  manner,  road 

gaudsman,  a  plough  boy 

gaunt,  to  yawn 

gaunting,  yawning 

gawn,  or  gaun,  going 

gawsy,  buxom,  large 

gear,  riches,  goods  of  any 
kind 

geek,  to  toss  the  head  in 


wantonness   or    scorn  ; 

to  mock 

geyzenin,  thirsting,  drying 
ghaist,  a  ghost 
gie,  to  give, 
gien,  given 
gies,  gives 
gilpy,  a  roguish  boy 
gimmer,  a  ewe  from  one 

to  two  years  old 
gin,  if 
girn,  to  grin,  to  snarl>  to 

twist  the  features  in  rage 
girnel,  a  box  or  barrel  hi 

which  meal  is  kept 
girsle,  gristle 
gizy-maker,   a    maker  of 

periwigs 
gizz,  a  periwig 
gizzen,  dry 
gizzen'd,  or  geyz'd,  when 

the  wood  of  any  vessel 

is  shrunk  with  dryness 
glaikit,  inattentive,  foolish 
glamour,  juggling.  When 

devils,  wizards,  or  jug- 
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glers,  deceive  the  sight, 
they  are    said  to  fling 
glamour  over  the  eyes 
of  the  spectator 
glancin,  glancing 
gleesome,  merry 
gleefu,  full  of  joy 
glent,  to  peep 
gled,  a  glede 

gleg,  sharp,  ready,  active 
glen,  a  deep  narrow  valley 
gloamin,  the  twilight 
glib,  smooth,  easy 
glore,  glory 
glowin,  glowing 
gloTvr,  to  stare,  to  look  ; 
glotvrin,  staring 
grail/if    dress,    accoutre 
ments,  gear 
grane,  or  grain,  a  groan 

to  groan 

granny,  a  grandmother 
grapin,  groping 
gralefu,  grateful 
gravat,  a  neckcloth 
grce,  to  agree,  to  Lear  the 


gree,    to    be    decidedly 
victor 

greenin,  longing  for 
greet,  to  shed  tears,  to  weep 
greetin,  weeping 
grien,  to  long  for 
grip,  to  hold  fast 
grisly,  gristly 
growin,  growing 
grunds,  bottoms 
grunt,  to  cry  like  a  hog 
gruntle,  a  grunting  noise 
gormandizin,  gormandiz* 

ing 

gowd,  gold 
gowan,  the  flower  of  the 

daisy,  dandelion,  hawi> 

weed,  &c. 

gowdspink,  goldfinch 
gowk,  a  cuckoo,  a  term  of 

contempt 

gowpins,  handsful 
gudeman,    the   master   of 

the  house 
gudeivffe,  the  mistress  of 

the  house 
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gudame,  grandmother 
gude,  the  Supreme  Being, 

good 

gudely,  goodly 
guidint,  guiding  it 
guileju',  guileful 
gullie,  a  large  knife 
gust,  to  taste 
gustit,  tasted 
gnsts,  tastes 
gusty,  tasteful 
gulcher,  grandfather 

H. 

Hadna,  had  not 

hae,  to  have,  have 

haet,  Jient  hae't,  a  petty 
oath  of  negation,  no 
thing 

hafe,  have 

haffitj  the  side  of  the  bead, 
the  temple 

Jiafflins,  half,  partly 

haggis,  a  kind  of  pudding 
made  of  the  lungs  ar.d 
of  a  sheep 


hailstanes,  hailstones 
hain'd,    saved,    managed 

narrowly 

hair-kaimer,  hafr-comher 
hairst,  or  harst,  harvest, 
hale,  whole,  tight, 
halesome,  wholesome 
halesomest,  wholesomest 
hallan,  a  partition  wall  in 

a  cottage 

Hallow-e'en,  the  3 list  of 
October 

Italy,  holy 

hame,  home 

hameil,  domestic 

kamely,  homely,  afFahU 

hamespun,  homespun 

homeward,  homeward 

hap,  an  outer  garment,  t® 
wrap,  to  cover,  happen 

happit,  covered 

hups,  perhaps 

Imp-warm,  a  covering    - 

harl,  to  drajj 

harlin,  dragginj- 

hast  ! 
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hatefu,  hateful 
hand,  to  hold 
hauds,  holds 

haugk,  a  valley 

liaveril,  a  foolish  silly  fel 
low 

hankie,  a  cow,  properly 
one  with  a  white  face 

healthfu',  healthful 

heart-scad,  pain    at    the 
stomach 

heathery,  heathy 

heese,  or  heeze,  to  elevate, 
to  raise 

heez'd,  elevated 

heht  oh !  strange 

herd,  to  tend  flocks,  one 
who  tends  flocks 

herried,  plundered 

herrin,  a  herring 

Jiet,  hot 

het-skinn'd,  hot-skinned 

hidling,  private 

himsel,  himself 

hinder,  last 
-Jimey,  honey 


hiney'd,     covered      with 

honey 

hiney suckle,  a  honeysuckle 
hing,  to  hang 
hirelin,  hireling 
hirpling,  creeping 
hirsle,  to  move  slowly  and 

tamely 
Jiodin,  coarse 
holey,  full  of  holes 
hooly,  slow 
hopefu,  hopeful 
horse-couper,  an  exchang 
er  of  horses 
hornin,  horning 

liouff,  a  resort 

houp,  hope 

houkit,  digged 

housie,  dimin.  of  houst 

horvdcr,  thrown  together 
in  confusion 

howe,  hollow ;   a  hollaw 
or  dell 

howdy-torvdy,  ayounghen 

howlet,  an  owl 

hummil,  wanting  horns 
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hunder,  a  hundred 
hungert,  hungered 
huntit,  hunted 
hurdiesj    the    loins,    the 
crupper 

I. 

1',  in, 

indenlit,  indentured 
ingan,  an  onion 
ingle,  fire,  fire-place 
ilk,  or  ilka,  each,  every 
2yse,  I  shall  or  will 
ither,  other 
itsel,  itself 

J. 

Jarrin,  jarring 
jibe,  to  mock 
jiUet,  a  jilt,  a  giddy  girl 
jink,   to  dodge,   to  turn  a 

corner 

joe,  a  sweetheart 
jook,  or  ;ow£,  to  stoop,  to 

bow  the  head 
.joot,  sour  or  dead  liquor 


jorv,  means  both  the  swing 
ing  motion  and  pealing 
sound  of  a  large  bell 

joyfu,  joyful 

K. 

Kail,  colewort,  a  kind  of 
broth 

kail-worm,  a  caterpillar 

kail-yard,  a  kitchen  garden 

'kain,  fowls,  &c.  paid  as 
rent  by  a  farmer 

kam'd,  combed 

kebbuck,  a  cheese 

keek,  to  peep,  to  look 

keeking,  looking 

keekin- glass,  a  looking- 
glass 

ken,  to  know 

kens,  knows 

kent,  or  kend,  knew 

keppit,  met 

kiltit,  tucked  up 

kin,  kindred,  friends 

kin-kind,  every  kind 

kirk,  a  church 


GLOSSARY. 


kirk-yard,  church-yard 

kirn,  the  harvest  supper, 
a  churn,  to  churn 

kirnstajf,  the  staff  of  a 
churn 

kistj  chest,  a  shop  counter 

kist-nook,  corner  of  a  chest 

kittle,  to  tickle,  ticklish, 
lively,  difficult 

knowe,  a  small  round  hil 
lock 

kye,  cows 

kyte,  the  belly 

kyth,  to  discover 


*Lab*ter,  a  lobster 

lackin,  lacking 

ladin,  lading 

laigleti,  a  milking  pail  with 

one  handle 
laird,  a  landlord 
laird,  sunk  in  show  or  mud 
iaith,  loath 

•lammie,  dimin.  of  lamb 
-lanely,  lonely 
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lang,  long 
langer,  longer 
langsyrie,  long  since 
lapperd,  cruddled 
lassie,  a  young  girl 
lat,  let 
lathie,  a  lad 
laughin,  laughing 
lave,  the  rest,  the  remain 
der,  the  others 

laverock,  the  lark 

lawen,  a  tavern  reckoning 

leal,  loyal,  true,  faithful 

lealy,     loyally,    honestly 
truly 

tear,  learning,  to  learn 

lear'd,  learnt 

lea-rig,  grassy  ridge 

leem,  a  loom 

lick,  to  whip  or  beat 

ticket,  whipped 

lieve,  willingly 

tightly  in,  sneering 

ligs,  lies 

lilt,  a    ballad,  a  tune  ;  '!*? 
sing 


H 
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liltin,  singing 

lilts,   the  holes  of  a  wind 

instrument  of  music 
Urn,  limb 
limp,  to  hobble 
lingans,    thread   used  by 

shoemakers 
Untie,  a  linnet 
lippans,  expects,  trusts 
lith,  a  joint 
livin,  living 
lo'e,  love,  to  love 
loo'd,  loved 
founder ,  asoundblow 
loupj  to  jump,  to  leap 
loupin,  leaping 
lout,  to  bow  down,  to  stoop 
loutit,  stooped 
lowe,  flame 
town,  or  loun,  a  fellow,  a 

ragamuffin,  a  woman  of 

easy  virtue 

lows' d,  loosed,  let  loose 
lotvse,  to  loose 
luggie,  a  wooden  dish  with 

a  handle 


lugs,  the  cars 
lum,  the  chimney 
lure,  rather 
lyart,  old,  hoary 
lyin,  lying 

M. 

Mae,  more 

maen,  or  main,  or  mane. 

to  moan,  to  complain 
mailin,  a  farm 
maist,  most 
mair,  or  mare,  more 
maisler,  master 
rwaA:,  to  make 
makin,  making 
maks,  makes 
mang,  among 
marsh,  march 
maught,  might 
maukin-mad,  hare-mad 
maun,  must 
maunna,  must  not,    may 

not 

mavis,  a  thrush 
maw,  to  mow 
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meltith,  a  meal 

menzie,  company  of  men, 
assembly,  one's  followers 

mirk,  dark 

mirkest,  darkest 

mishanler,  misfortune 

misleard,  mischievous,  un 
mannerly 

milker,  a  mother 

Mons  Meg,  a  very  large 
iron  cannon  in  the  castle 
of  Edinburgh  capable  of 
holding  two  people 

mony,  many 

mornirif  morning 

mou,  the  mouth 

mottrnfu',  mournful 

mournin,  mourning 

muckle'j  or  meiklc,  big, 
great 

muircock,  a  moorcock 

?nusini  musing 

mutch,  a  cap 

muter,  the  miller's  toll 
lj  myself 


N. 

Na3  no,  not,  nor 

nae,  no,  not,  any 

naebody,  nobody 

naething,  nothing 

nalgy  a  horse 

nainsel,  myself 

nane,  none 

neebour,  a  neighbour 

needna,  need  not 

ne'er-do-weel    never-do- 
well 

neist,  next 

nicker,  to  cry  like  a  horse 

nickit,  cut,  marked 

nickstick,  a  notched  stick 
for  keeping  a  reckoning 

nippin,  nipping 

noggan,  a  measure  contain 
ing  a  quarter  of  a  pint 

nor't  north 

norlan,  of  or  belonging  t« 
the  north 

notar,  an  attorney 

nouther,  neither 

noivtf  co.ws,  kine 
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o. 

a,  of 

ohon  !  alas  ! 

ony,  any 

orra,  any  thing  over  what 

is  needful 
o't,  of  it 
ouk,  week 
oursels,  ourselves 
out-by,  at  a  distance 
owf  orvre,  over 
owre,  over,  too 
owsen,  oxen 

P. 

Painfu,  painful 

pakeSj  chastisment 

pangd,  crammed 

pap,  pop 

parr  itch,  oatmeal  pudding, 

a  well  known  Scotch  dish 
partans,  crabs 
pat,  put  ;  a  pot 
patient  fu,    waiting    with 

patience 
paugkty,  proud,  haughty 


parvfy.  orpauky,  without 
any  harm  or  bad  design, 
witty,  cunning 
peacefu,  peaceful 
peats,  turf  for  firing 
pechin,  fetching  the  breath 

as  in  an  Asthma 
pegh,  to  pant 
perfyte,  perfect 
pet,  silent  anger  ;  also  one 

too  much  caressed 
pkilibegSf  short  petticoats 
worn  by  the  Highland- 
men 

pibrachy  a  highland  tune 
pig,  an  earthen  pitcher 
pingle,  to  contend,  to  strive 
pinin,  pining 
pipin'f  smoking,  warm 
pirny,  dimin.  of  pirn,  the 
spool  or  quill,  within  the 
shuttle,  which   receives 
the  yarn 

pith,  strength,  might,  force 

plack,  an  old  Scotch  coin, 

the  third  part  of  a  Scotch 
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penny,  twelve  of  which 
make  an  English  penny 

plaidie,  dimin.  of  plaid 

plainstanes,  flags  laid  in  a 
footpath 

plaister,  a  plaster 

pleasin,  pleasing 

pleugh,  a  plough 

pley,  a  quarrel 

plouk,  a  pimple 

plouky,  pimpled 

pock,  a  purse 

pomet,  pomatum 

poortith,  poverty 

pouch,  pocket 

pout,  a  poult 

pow,  the  head,  the  skull 

powney,  a  little  horse 

prancin,  prancing 

presentit,  presented 

prevailin,  prevailing 

pricket,  pricked 

pric,  to  taste 

pried,  tasted 

priein,  tasting 

prieve,  to  prove  or  taste 


prievin,  proving,  tasting 
priggin,  disputing,  cheap* 

ening 

pud,  pulled 
puddock,  a  frog 
pursie,  dimin.  of  purse 
pussie,  a  hare  or  cat 

Q- 

Quaff  to  quit 
quean,  a  queen 
quegk,  to  quaff 
quo',  quoth 

R. 

Raggit,  ragged 
raingit,  ranged 
rakin,  raking 
rangk,  a  range   , 
rantin,  ranting 
raw,  a  row 
rax,  to  stretch 
rax'd,  stretched 
ream,  cream ;  to  cream  . 
reaming,  or  reamin, 
ful,  frothing 
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reck,  heed 

reek,  smoke 

reekin,  smoking 

reelin,  reeling 

reesle,  a  blow 

refreshing  refreshing 

remead,  or  remeid,  remedy 

respeckit,  respected 

re&tin,  resting 

rig,  a  ridge 

riggin,  the  top  or  ridge  of 

a  house 

rin,  to  run,  to  melt 
rokelay,  a  cloak 
roose,  to  praise,  to  extol 
roset,  rosin 
routh,  plenty 
rovin,  roving 
rowt,  to  roar,  to  bellow 
rorvtin,  lowing 
ruck,  a  rick  of  hay  or  corn 
runkle,  a  wrinkle 

S, 

sae,  so 
mjl,  soft         ' 


safter,  softer 

saf  test,  softest 

sair,  to  serve,  a  sore 

sai/'d,  served 

sair-doiv'd,  sore  worn  with 

grief 

sairer,  sorer 
sairest,  sorest 
sairly,  sorely 
sail,  shall 
samon,  salmon 
sang,  a  song 
songster, -a  songster 
sark,  a  shirt 
sattlin,  settling 
said,  soul 
saunt,  a  saint 
said,  salt 
sautit,  salted 
sax,  six 

saxpence,  sixpence 
scabbit,  scabbed 
scad,  to  scald 
scaldin,  orscaulding,  sccl-  -, 

ding 
9cec*tlin$}  hardly 
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scar-craw,  a  scare-srow 

scart,  to  scratch 

scauld,  to  scold 

scaw'd,  scabbed 

sclales,  covering  of  a  house 

scout,  to  scold 

scoulin,  scolding 

scoup,  scope 

scour  in,  scouring 

scowdcr,  to  burn 

scowderd,  burnt 

scorvry,  scouring 

scrapin,  scraping 

screech,   to   scream   as   a 
hen,  partridge,  &c. 

scrimp,  narrow,  straiten 
ed,  little 

scrimply,  straitly,  narrowly 

scunner,  to  loath 

seenil,  seldom 

sell,  self 

sets,  ourselves 

seugh,   or  sough,   a  sigh, 
the  sound  of  wind   a- 
mongst  trees 
sey,  to  try 


shanks-naig,  to  walk,  as. 
he  took  shank s-naig,  he 
walked  on  his  own  legs 

shajma,  shall  not 

shatv,  to  shew,  a  small 
wood  in  a  hollow  place 

sheen,  bright,  shining 

shillin,  a  shilling 

shinin,  shining 

shoon,  shoes 

shoppies,  dimin.  of  shops 

shou'd,  should 

sib,  a- kin 

MC,  such 

sicken,  such 

sicker,  sure,  steady 

siclike,  like  such  a  thing 

$z7/cr,  silver,  money 

simmer,  summer 

sin ,  since 

&ingin,  singing 

singft,  singed 

sinnin,  sinning 

sinsyne,  since  that  time 

skair,  to  share 

skair'dj  shared 
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skaitk,  to  damage,   to  in 
jure,  injury 

skaithless,  uninjured 

shelf,  a  shelf 

skelp,  to  strike,  to  slap 

skelpin,  walking  smartly 

skirl,  to  shriek  or  cry  with 
a  shrill  voice 

skirl' d,  shrieked 

skreed,  to  tear;  a  rent 

slae,  a  sloe 

slaw-gaun,  slow-going 

slee,  sly 

sleety,  slyly 

slacken,  to  quench 

sma',  small 

sma'est,  smallest 

srieek,  smoke 

smeekit,  smoked 

smirky,  smiling 

smoor,  to  smother 

snaw,  snow 

snaw-ba,  a  snow-ball 

shatvy,  snowy 

ly  sharp,  bitter,  smart 
ing,  firm 


smlly,    sharply,    bitterly. 

smartly 
siiodii,  dressed 
snoiv-lappit,  covered  with 

snow 
snugly,    neatly,    conveni 

ently 

sodden,  boiled 
sodger,  a  soldier 
sonsy,  having   sweet  en 

gaging   looks  ;    lucky, 


soom,  to  swim 
soun,  sound 

soup,  a  spoonful,  a  small 
quantity  of  any  thin  li 
quid 

souple,  flexible,  swift 
souter,  a  shoemaker 
sorvder,  solder;  to  cement 
sowf,  to  con  over  a  tune 
sow'ns,   a  kind  of  soured 
gruel,  made  of  the  seeds 
of  oatmeal    boiled    up 
till   they   make    an   a* 
greeable  pudding 
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•spaef  to  prophesy,   to  di 
vine 

spae-wife,  a  fortune-teller 
fpakef  or  spak,  did  speak, 

spoke 

sparin,  sparing 
spat)  a  spot 
spaul,  a  limb 
spear,  or  spier,  to  ask,  to 

inquire 

sped,  or  jrpea/,  to  climb 
spinnin,  spinning 
spraingitf  striped  of  differ 
ent  colours 

spr aings,  stripes  of  differ 
ent  colours 
spuhie,  to  plunder 
tpuhied,  plundered 
spunk,  a  match  tipped  with 

brimstone 

squad,  a  crew,  a  party 
sta',  a  stall 

slack,  a  rick  of  hay  or  corn 
&tamack,  the  stomach 
^tane,  i\  stone 
slang,  to  sting 
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stannin,  standing 
stap,  to  stop 
stappit,  stopped 
stark,  stout 
slarnies,  the  stars 
starv'd,  surfeited 
stealm,  stealing 
stech,  to  cram  the  bellx 
sleek,  to  shut ;  a  stitch 
ateekit,  shut 
sleepitj  steeped 
steeve,  firm,  compacted 
steghin,  cramming 
slent,  stint,  a  quantity  as 
signed 
stey,  stee-p 
stickit,  pierced 
stinhin,  stinking 
stir  rah,  a  man 
stoiter,  to  stagger 
stoiterin,  staggering 
stoup,  a  kind  of  jug  or  disk 

with  a  handle 
stown,  stolen 
slrac,  straw 

straik,  a  stroke,  to  stroke 
I  i 
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straiket,  stroked 

strailh,  a  valley 

Strung,  strong 

strappin,  tall  and  hand 
some 

straught,  straight 

stravaig,  to  stroll 

streek,  to  stretch 

fdreeHt,  stretched 

Slid,  should 

swank,  or  srvack,  stately, 
jolly 

swaird,  sward 

swarmin,  swarming 

sweel,  to  swallow 

sweer,  lazy,  slow 

swith,  get  away 

syndet,  rinsed 

syne,  since,  ago,  then 

T. 

Ta'en,  taken 
taes,  toes 
tak,  to  take 
taks,  takes 
lane,  one 


fap,  the  top,  a  top 

taukin,  talking 

taunt,  to  mock 

tauntin,  mocking 

teat,  a  small  quantity 

eatzin,  teazing 

tenfauld,  tenfold 

tent,  caution;  to  take  heed 

tenty,  cautious 

thae,  these 

thankfu,  thankful 

theekit,  thatched 

ihegither,  together 

themscls,  themselves 

thereanent,  thereupon 

thinkin,  thinking 

thir,  these 

thirlin,  thrilling,  vibrating 

thof,  though 

thole,  to  suffer,  to  end  ure 

thrang,  a  throng;  to  throng 

thrapple,  the  throat 

thrave,  did  thrive 

thraw,  to  twist,  to  contra- 

diet,  to  throw 
thrawin,  thrown 
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thrarvart,  forward,  crab 
bed,  cross 

threefauld,   threefold 

threep,  to  aver,  to  allege, 
to  affirm  boldly 

thrislle,  a  thistle 

thrivin,  thriving 

thud,  to  make  a  loud,   in 
termittent  noise 

tid,  time  or  tide  ;  proper 
time 

tinkler,  a  tinker 

tint,  lost 

tir,  to  uncover  a  house 

tither,  the  other,  another 

iocher,  portion,  dowry    • 

todling,  tottering 

tongne-tackit,    having  an 
impediment  of  speech 

ionguey,  talkative,  noisy 

loom,  empty 

toom'd,  emptied 

tootfifu,  a  small  quantity, 
applied  to  liquor 

touzle,  to  teaze 
a  year 


Irampin,  trampling 
treadin,  treading 
tricket,  tricked 
trig,  spruce,  neat,  hand 
some 

trigly,  sprucely,  neatly 
trig-made,  neat-made 
track,  exchange 
troth,  truth,  a  petty  oath 


truncher,  a  trencher 
try  in,  trying 
tulzit',  to  qu 
tunefii,  tuneful 
turniii,  turning 
twa,  two 
twa-legg'dj  l  liaying 

legs 

tr»alt,  twelfth 
tync,  or  tine,  to  lose 

0* 

Uncanny*  awkward 
unco>  strange,  very 
unfauld,  unfold 
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unken'd,  unknown 
unyokit,  unyoked 
npbraidin,  upbraiding 
i(po'3  upon 
nsefu,  useful 
vau't,  a  vault 
vogie,  elevated  proud,  that 
boasts  or  brags  of  any 


thing 


W. 


Wad,  would,  pledge,  wager 
wadna,  would  not 
wae,  woe 
waefu',  woeful 
.waesj  woes,  sorrows 
waesuck,  O  the  pity 
wa '-Jlower,  a  wall-flower 
waken,  rvakin,  or  waukin, 

to  awake 

wale,  choice,  to  choose 
wallie,    large,     beautiful, 

bonnie     wallies,     fine 

things 

walth,  wealth. 
wambles,  runs 


rvamc,  or  wyme,  womb 
wanchancy,  unlucky 
rvanruly,  unruly 
tvanwordy ',  unworthy 
rvanworth,  want  of  worth 
rvarl',  or  rvarld,  world 
rvarldly,  worldly 
warlock,  a  wizard 
w>«re,  to  lay  out 
rvark,  work 
w«V>  walls,  ways 
wat,  wet,  to  know 
wa^,  knows 
wauk,  wake 
w«wr,  worse 
wauken'd,     or    wakened^ 

awaked 
wee,  little 
wee-anes,  little  ones 

W££/,  well 

rveel-tostit,  well- tested 
ween,  thought,  imagined,, 

supposed 

meet,  rain,  wetness . 
weety,  rainy 
weir,  war 
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weird,  fate 

rveirlike,  warlike 

wer't,  were  it 

weyr,  wear 

jvha,  who 

whae'er,  whoever 

whan,  when 

whaneer,  whenever 

whang,  a  leathern  string, 
a  piece  of  bread,  cheese, 
&c.  to  give  the  strap 
pado 

whang'd,  sliced 

whare,  where 

whareer,  wherever 

wharefore,  wherefore 

whareon,  whereon 

wharewi',  wherewith 

whase,  whose 

wherewithal,  wherewithal 

whilk,  which 

whinge,  whine 

whinstane,  a  whinstone 

whisht,  silence 

whumble,  to  turn  upside 
down 


whytens,  small  fish 

wi',  with 

wight ,  a  man  or  person 

willin,  willing 

win,  to  get,  to  winnow 

winna,  will  not 

winnock,  a  window 

wins,  goes 

winsome,     gay,     hearty 
vaunted 

wirrikow,  a  bugbear 

withouten,  without 

wizzen,  or  wizen,  throat 

woo,  wool 

woo'd,  courted 

wordies,  dimin.  of  words 

woud,  would 

wow,   an   exclamation  of 
pleasure  or  wonder 

wraith,  a  spirit,  a  ghost ; 
an  apparation  exactly 
like  a  living  person, 
whose  appearance  is  said 
to  forebode  the  person's 
approaching  death 
wrang,  wrong 
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ivud,  mad 

wumill,  a  wimble 

wyle,  to  beguile 

rvyhest,  slyest 

wyt,-  weight 

tvylwy  cunning 

tvyte,  blame,  to  blame 

Y. 

Yap,    hungry,    having   a 
longing  desire,  for  any 
thing  ready 
itj  jerked,  lashed  ; 


yestrem,  yesternight 
yill,  ale 
yird,  earth 

•yird-laigh.  as  low  as  earth 
yokit,  yoked 
yokin,  yoking,  a  beut 
yont,  beyond 
youk,  the  itch 
youf'd,  or  yould,  to  cry  as 
a  dog 

^  yourself 
yoroe,  a  ewe 
j  yule-day,  Chrfelma- 


THE  END 


*f iu!«d  by  W> 
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